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Editor’s note 


Before you start reading this book, there’s a few things you should take 
note of. One of them is that I’m really thankful that you decided to give it 
a chance. Another, is that this is a collaborative piece rooted in diversity 
and in no way homogeneous, so if you don’t like something, you probably 
will end up finding something else you like. And finally, this is not a single 
book, but a whole collection of individual books! So it will get kind of 
confusing if you don’t read the rest of this section. 

The origin of this project goes back quite a bit, to early 2022 and the first 
book’s release: “dinosaur and computer face off in a writing duel that will 
stand for centuries as one of the most important events history has to tell”. 
It was a pastime we engaged with in the course of a week, choosing a theme 
and writing on the spot a whole original piece each day. The result was so 
good we decided to make a little booklet with it, and it was a success, but 
we didn’t stop there. 

The next month, a second one popped out of nowhere: “short, meaning- 
ful read in pseudo-haiku prototypes”. This time we went for only haiku 
and kept to some of its norms, but the theme for each poem was free, only 
under an umbrella term for better organization. This book was also a suc- 
cess, and we decided to make a third one. 

“The third book”, though, was a big mess. We never really agreed on 
what the format would be, what the themes would be, how long it would 
be, — we got tired, so there was even a hiatus for a month or two, — and 
progress went slow up until September, when we decided to just get it 
done with. 

We settled for short compositions. No specific themes, or styles, only 
near-absolute freedom, and the result was an actual book. So many new 
and old tales, told and retold; so many characters and places and spaces, 
and so many cool things all around that I’ve always wanted to see in an 
actual book. It’s a really nice read that I’m proud to be part of, and that 
I’m happy to share with all my friends. 

Near the end of the book there’s also an extra section, a guest section, 
that features some of my favorite people (and Wayne’s too), to showcase 
their artistry in sample form, and possibly serve as a gateway to their past 
and future works. 

I hope you enjoy reading this book as much as I enjoyed writing (part of) 
it. So weigh anchor and hoist the mizzen! ‘tis time to set sail! 


A.B. 
Brazil, November of 2022 
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Book I 


dinosaur and computer 
face off in a writing duel that will stand for 
centuries as one of the most important events 
history has to tell 


by Annie and Wayne 


Smiles 


A sly kiss on the fly at the outer circle of a mosh pit 

How passionate is it to kiss someone’s cheek inside a 120dB sound cloud? 

The blood running, the teeth flying — sweat coats the floor in which a 
dozen people rolled over 

Going hard, the vocalist screams away his irrational hatred towards the 
system 

And you try to shout in my ear that you love me 

But your voice is gone and so is my hearing 

And I notice that and smile, chuckling a bit, and you smile back in con- 
fusion and expectance 

Later on in the van you wrote me a note that said “I like your smile”, that 
I taped to the mirror frame when I got home 

Never before I thought my smile had any value, but you made me 
rethink my whole being in the time we were together 


I wonder where you are now 

If like me you moved on and became a dull grown up, a tax payer 

Earlier today I looked at myself in the mirror — boring new mirror 
without your eternal statement — and realized I can’t say my smile has 
value anymore 

You’re not there to weigh my doubt to any side; no one is 

Why did it took me so long to realize I can not be happy without you? 

I hug the pillows, watch the TV, finish the crosswords started at breakfast 

Where are you to scream in my face that I am what’s wrong with this 
country? — like you did to mom that one time 

But maybe it’s good we parted ways, maybe that’s what was written for us 
after all 

Maybe you’re happy now 


Smiles 


A smile is a basic function only humans can do. It’s only intended for when we 
feel genuine happiness, yet we know how to fake it so well to where it is 
practically a social norm. The act has even been perfected to a tee for 
centuries. What is interesting is how you never truly “feel” a genuine smile 
unless it’s just the right moment. Think of a happy moment in any movie. We 
as people want to root for the main character in most cases, and if the movie 
portrays its characters clearly enough, its enough that we feel like the 
characters are people we actually care about. Now compare that to an 
important moment in your life. The difference is night and day. The obvious 
difference is the genuine nature of an actual accomplishment. Of course, 
method actors like to fill the shoes of their characters to the point where they 
can portray a convincing facade, but again, there is just that slight off feeling 
of non-genuine emotion. | believe this was ingrained in all of us to be able to 
spot a real or fake smile, despite even shortcomings that can make some 
unable to process how others are feeling. Although | don’t personally know 
him, a moment where | can feel genuine happiness and overall pride through 
my computer screen would be the 1984 introduction of the Macintosh 
computer. As everyone knows, this computer was intended as a major step 
for the entire computing industry, being taken over by Steve Jobs shortly after 
it began production, almost throwing its original intentions to the wind. It 
introduced the idea of a graphical user interface for users to click on things as 
opposed to typing in commands. It’s easy to see why this is a big deal. The 
concept was absolutely mind blowing. The minutes and minutes of ongoing 
applause and Steve’s smile just really sticks out to me. The keynote, originally 
intended to show off several features, was seemingly cut short because the 
ovation just continued and continued. The footage is a product of what was 
probably one of the greatest achievements in computer history, and arguably 
modern history due to how reliant we are on technology today. That is one of 
life’s rare achievements where you see a REAL smile. Have | had any real 
smiles in my life? | can honestly say maybe only a few times. Probably the 
most noteworthy occasion to bring it out of me was my sister's acceptance of 
an internship in the big city. She was only 18, and working with THE highest 
paying ranks of her industry. She, out of thousands of other students at her 
college, was chosen despite being in literally her third semester. I’ve always 
lacked any sort of empathy for others, but to see my only sibling who | 
practically raised as a third parent already doing so well, the impact was much 
higher than any accomplishment | could make. Why have | not had a genuine 
smile regarding my own success? | feel that I’m only getting started. One 
could argue | am doing great for my age, but the lack of results is what 
bothers me. I’m strictly in the planning stage right now. They say that we are 
all our own worst critics, and | absolutely agree. Until | see results that fit me 
“in the big leagues”, | guess I'll continue to envy those who find moments that 
form that perfect, joyful smile | crave to see. Alone. 
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Rebellion 


The cool breeze of the late Autumn sunset wafted through our bodies as 
the omen of the chilling winter to come and, laying on the backyard chaise 
longues we discussed the inner workings of a young person’s brain. 

— What’s the difference between rebellion and revolt? — one asked. 

— Is there a difference? I don’t think there is — replied the blonde. 

— Explain yourself — Said I, to start the argument exchange. 

After a sip of lemonade already bitter because she forgot of its existence, 
she said: 

— When I think of rebellion it’s always as an important point in history, 
right?, like the proletariat rebelling against the humongous inhuman 
company they worked for because of poor payment or something. Revolt 
on the other hand rings the bell of youth, of a more “sonic youth”, if you 
get what I mean. Something more jupiterian, more uncaringly caring, more 
punk rock. As somewhat of a lesser rebellion. Like skins. 

— Well, — said I — don’t you think both parties are being moved by revolt? 
Both the underpaid workers and the younglings? Revolt is the feeling, 
rebellion is the act. 

And she said after a deep sigh, 

— jesus christ, stop making sense on me. You're patronizing, you 
chauvinistic pig-man. 

— And you can’t help being nothing but a blondie. 
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Rebellion 


It's easy to associate rebellion with youth. The young don’t agree with the old, 
and decide that their way is best. We see it all the time. It is very interesting to 
think how broad of a topic it can be, especially when put in that context. 
Rebellion is simply doing what is different, defying the ordinary. The same 
bland definition thrown around and used almost exclusively in marketing today. 
We are all aware of the classic example of rebellion in Romeo and Juliet, 
where two forbidden lovers decide that death is an acceptable alternative to 
continuing to endure a family feud, ending in a series of dramatic events that 
drastically impact their respective families. They were kids, and they felt 
empowered enough to rebel against what was probably a justified conflict, 
and for what, a lousy relationship that probably sparked from hormones? Sure 
makes for a great story though, but what about your everyday rebels? Those 
who hate normalcy, but still need to work a 9 to 5 to survive. Sure, a crazy 
hairdo could do it, maybe a change of clothes. Though if we are honest with 
ourselves, it becomes pretty obvious it is a waste of time. “The man” we are 
trying to oppress does not care that you dyed your hair blue or decided to 
ever so slightly break dress code at the office. The answer to how one can 
express civil, everyday rebellion is simple: maintain your inner child. As we 
age, it’s a consistent struggle. We turn 18, and we are expected to turn into 
adults, at least enough to be able to do simple adult tasks. Turn 21, and the 
tutorial of childhood is completely over. Zero training wheels. We are then left 
with the choice of declining or accepting our adulthood. Decline? May as well 
hand the reins to poverty. Accept? Hand the reins to a lifelong, consistent 
state of misery coupled with at least a bit of cash to drink some of it away. The 
inner child is gone. Exactly how decades old corporations want college 
graduates to finish school. We can graduate, get hired, and begin our careers 
as robots in no time! Many of us, intertwined into this system, think we can 
only entertain our inner child as a minor necessity when we have our own 
children, but that couldn’t be farther from the truth. Children are ambitious, 
curious, and lack filters. Doesn't that sound exactly like the characteristics of a 
rebel? 
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Vertigo 


Today I remember that one time when mom forced me to go on a cruise. 
“I called everybody, come on, you need to come too. I miss you.” And I 
accepted the invite, reluctantly, but accepted. “You, a grown-ass man afraid 
of the ocean? Oh, boy, I don’t think so, that is not acceptable.” My father 
spat to my face, drunk like a cricket hosting a thimbleful of parasites when 
I got to their front door. Guess mom told him everything I specifically 
asked not to tell, and it was awkward, and it wasn’t funny, and I didn’t like 
it. And on those few days I stayed at their house waiting for the rest of my 
siblings to arrive, I lived a nightmare I believed myself rid of forever, but 
guess your “home” will always be there until your parents finally die. That’s 
why when she knocked on my door at 05:00AM to scream that breakfast 
was on the table and I should hurry not to miss the ship, I was already 
awake and ready, relieved that the worst part was over. But little did I 
know that the actual nightmare was still to come, in the form of a terrible 
feeling of uneasiness, a -don’tknow-what kind of monster that extended 
itself much farther than any plan of my comprehension; a vertigo in almost 
tangible form... the sea, the endless deep blue sea; and as we approached 
the docks and everybody was open-mouthed, barely believing the size of the 
cruise, I was stuck in place, couldn’t move, trapped by the mere sight of a 
colossal beast. “Come, sweetie, let’s go in”, mom shouted from up ahead, 
but quickly realized something was wrong. And the last thing I saw before 
blacking out was she running in my direction as my knees hit the ground. 
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Vertigo 


Am | normal? You hear of the weird sensations the brain is capable of 
developing in order to process what's going on. Sometimes, dreams can 
seem real. Some of us see hallucinations. | guess these are mechanisms in 
our minds intended as ways to help cope with the situation at hand? | wouldn't 
know. My mind is as artificial as they come. It almost feels like | literally need 
someone to translate anything that isn’t black and white. You could say I’m 
just a typical male, or maybe one of the several untreated conditions plaguing 
my mind has something to do with it. They say we should be worried about 
artificial intelligence, but I’m not so sure, given that’s the way my neurons 
have connected since birth. It really makes me wonder if it’s possible one day 
to have a surgeon just poke a hole in someone’s brain and turn on what's 
faulty. Maybe then | could experience this vertigo thing that | had to Google to 
even attempt at writing this. | am one that believes we are souls in a biological 
body, which really opens the door to debate the true intentions of... everyone. 
When a car accident happens, it’s just that, an accident. But did that person’s 
soul truly make a mistake in commanding its body to make that wrong turn? 
Nobody, not even the driver can truly know. 
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Obsolete 


“The apparition of these faces in the crowd: petals on a wet, black 
bough”, wrote Ezra Pound in the early 1900’s in his famous haiku, “In a 
station of the metro”. It is about the obsolescence of people, I think. At 
least that’s what grandpa told me one day. 

That morning he called me to the office on the interphone and said in 
that deep grandpa-ish tone, “don’t forget to bring the notepad, you'll be 
my typist today.” I ran upstairs as if my life depended on it, so anxious I 
was to hear what grandpa wanted to tell me. Getting there he noticed my 
heavy breathing from outside the office as I knocked the six times we 
agreed upon — our secret code, — and for sure tried his best to hide the fun 
smile on his face before asking me to come in. Inside he gave me that 
proud look of “oh, yes, that’s my beautiful bud”, and told me to take a sit. 
Sat on the leather chair he started, after taking a deep breath, “You know, 
darling, I believe you are ready for my teachings on poetry. The paper you 
gave me yesterday was fantastic, but I worry you can not even understand 
why it is fantastic, and that’s what I'll be teaching you from now on. To 
understand not only the poetry of others, but the poetry of the self.” 
Believe I don’t even have to say how amazed I was, gazing at grandpa like 
he was the messiah telling me, before everybody else, his preaching for 
humanity. And then he continued, “First, come around the table to look 
out the window. Do you see those clothes hanging on the line across the 
street?” “Yes, they’re all white”, I answered. And grandpa said, “Those 
clothes are not from the people living there. In that house only lives one 
lady, a widow, a washerwoman, and those clothes are from one of her 
clients. Even though you’re seeing them there right now, and they seem 
new, they seem vibrant and overflowing of uniqueness, judging by the 
curiosity you're looking at them with”, he said with a laugh, “Remember 
tomorrow they will not be there. They’ll give place to something else totally 
new and unique, and special, and their existence of the day before will be 
nothing but a ghost of the past. Maybe you'll see those clothes hanging 
there next week, but maybe not, maybe you will never see them ever again. 
But the important part, and hear me well, is that you forget about them. 
Doesn’t matter how belles, how extraordinary, how unique any clothes 
hanging on that clothesline may seem, their beauty and individuality will 
always become obsolete. Are you understanding everything, darling?” And 
coming out of the zone those radiant pure-white clothes put me in, I 
looked at grandpa’s eyes and nodded. “This very strange man once wrote 
that, the people he watched in this crowded Parisian metro station, the 
pretty faces of those people, were like pink petals on a dark tree branch. 
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Why do you think he compared the faces to the petals?” After a few 
seconds of thought, I replied, “Because the petals will fall to the ground 
one day?” And with a smile he nodded, proud, “Exactly. Because their 
beautiful faces will one day be as obsolete as the beautiful pink petals that 
once were on that wet, black bough.” 
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Obsolete 


The 2000s is a time on lots of people's minds at the moment. Many of us in 
our 20s grew up around that time, and today's media lacks enough of an 
identity to even bother with anything more than attempting a sale of nostalgia. 
The decade brought us things like the iPhone, arguably the best of Microsoft 
Windows, and most importantly, a surge in the relevance of the Internet. That 
alone served as a stepping stone to the advancement of practically everything 
we use today. The idea of an Internet doorbell that alerts you when someone 
is at the door, or a smart Al to answer your every question by voice suddenly 
is feasible thanks to the Internet. However, when you take Internet out of the 
equation, did anything really change? Are computers actually better? You can 
Google practically any device we rely on today and realize that in the past, 
there did exist a primitive, offline version of that same device that works 
excellently without major internet updates. Point in case, the 2002 "Sunflower" 
iMac | am typing on. This device was introduced with a swiveling design that 
allows the user to move the display to literally any angle to fine tune the 
perfect viewing angle. A 7ft tall father could finish using the family computer 
and let his young son hop on and get the monitor at the perfect angle with 
ease. That in itself is a luxury that perhaps no other manufacturer may try 
again, and it makes sense that buyers want to hold onto their expensive 
hardware as long as possible. Considering the fact that Apple switched to 
Intel chips in 2007, most would be inclined to believe this computer is a 
paperweight as early as 2009, when Apple officially killed support for legacy 
PowerPC Macs. This gives the computer a 7 year life-span on paper, but 
through the community, 20 years is not a problem. To this day, PowerPC still 
remains alive and supported through legacy projects such as TenFourFox, 
allowing PowerPC computers to still browse the modern web. Games? 
Macintosh Garden is a free archive of plug and play games designed for Mac. 
Office work? Apple's native software allows saving in formats that modern 
office apps can still read. While not optimal, PowerPC can still hold its own 20 
years later. Again, the question of if we have truly evolved can be seen with 
the near monopoly Intel has on the computer chip industry. Remember how 
Apple switched to Intel in 2007? Through unofficial means, my 2008 Black 
MacBook is still running an operating system that Apple releases updates for, 
with an enthusiastic community eager to pick up the pieces the day the 
patches end. You may wonder if this is a phenomenon exclusive to Apple 
devices, but our phones and PCs are no different. We have stayed perfectly 
content with a technological plateau in favor of pretty boxes that can get us to 
our memes and porn. You could argue that today's PCs are leagues faster, 
but this wasn't really true until about 7 years ago. Intel, leveraging their 
partnerships with literally every major PC manufacturer, decided that 
innovation is something that should be just trickled out in tiny amounts each 
year (sounds familiar?). This changed, and they decided to actually improve 
their chips when AMD somewhat broke the Intel monopoly in 2016, and 
adoption of ARM technology was right behind as a kick in the nuts. Before 
then, it wasn't unheard of to keep using Intel's Core Duo line which lost 
relevancy around 2009. Why does any of this even matter? It goes to show 
that efficiency and newness suddenly mean nothing in today's world, despite 
corporate claims. Grandma's old Windows 7 desktop she bought before your 
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child was born continues to load Facebook like a champ, STILL sharing that 
same dual core DNA with low end laptops of today. Gone are the days where 
a new device is an obvious upgrade. It's just shinier, harder to repair, and 
ridden with your favorite flavor of spyware. If it ain't broke, the biggest 
disservice you can do to yourself is trying to replace it. 
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Corruption 


On that morning you found me drinking in the backyard, walked leisure- 
ly in my direction and pat my right shoulder, you had the nerves to ask if I 
was feeling alright. But it was very clear, even to me, that my face was a 
mess, that this pernicious corrosion eating away at me from the inside was 
very visible externally as somewhat of a bruise, slowly covering my whole 
body. I was disgusted by you, I couldn’t turn around and look you in the 
eyes, so I watched the trees. The sweet little trees moving with the same 
wind that sent chills down my spine from time to time. And I drank the 
beer, or pretended to because all the liquid from that single bottle was 
gone, but the automation that ruled my body for the past few hours forced 
me to take the tip to my lips over and over. You noticed that and went 
back in to grab some drinks from the fridge and sit down to keep company. 
You tried to look at my face a couple of times before giving up and also 
watch the trees; maybe then realizing the harm you had done. 

When I got up from the plastic chair you looked at me one more time, 
and I found in your face the perfect reflection of my own feelings. 

The day, which was predicted to be sunny, was gray, completely gray, and 
the pool was covered in leaves. Guess you won’t be having another party so 
soon. And with the same lack of communication of earlier, I turned my 
back. Couldn’t say goodbye, you couldn’t either. To me you were there as 
nothing but a living reminder of my shame. 

I took my clothes and left. Walked with no direction, my mind blank as 
a clean sheet of paper. After a while it began to rain. Nobody in sight on 
the streets I passed by, or maybe my mind couldn’t capture the ghosts of 
their trivial existences, for nothing really mattered anymore. I felt dirty, 
discardable, felt like a used condom, like this body lost it’s whole purpose; 
felt like I should jump in front of the first car that passed, and maybe I did, 
or maybe I managed to do something worse. The next thing I know I’m at 
the hospital, surrounded by my friends. I’m glad you understood that you 
were no longer welcome in my life. 

Open eyes, someone was pinching my leg to wake me up. The smile hurt 
but happened, so happy I was to see in front of me my best friend. On the 
other side sat another one of my best buds, and then I noticed another and 
another, and the whole band was standing there, and my mom was there, 
and looking for the origin of the gentle grip on my hand, there you were, 
my love, my one and true love, sleeping soundly; on another plan of 
consciousness but never letting go of the real me. I wanted to kiss your 
forehead but every movement was a nail hammered to my body, so I 
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squeezed your hand back with the little force I had left, and tried to say 
how much I love you, but nothing came out, only my lips moved. 

“She’s been here since we heard of the accident. The rest of us came back 
today as soon as they let us in.” 

Couldn’t say anything myself to keep up the conversation, and stayed 
silent for the rest of the day — and the rest of my stay in that hospital bed. 
When I got out after a week, in a wheelchair, my voice was still not coming 
out. The doctor said it was the result of trauma and, if the problem did not 
resolve by the end of the month, therapy would be required. But gladly it 
wasn't required, because I did say something a couple of weeks later, sitting 
at the park with her. She felt a sudden strong grip when we were holding 
hands, asked what was wrong, and from inside my body came this twisted, 
thin, broken sound as my lips worked their hardest to form an apology. 
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Corruption 


As Will turned off the TV, he struggled to form an opinion on what he is told is 
a messed up world. He has a regular routine of watching the evening news. 
He’s an average guy. Doesn't really care about politics, but it still feels like he 
should at least attempt to know about the world around him. The particular 
news program he watches proudly exclaims a lack of bias, but he’s smart 
enough to know better. It doesn’t bother him. It’s a reality he got used to, so 
he tunes in every day anyways. “But what can you do?”, he says to himself 
and gets ready for bed. The next day rolls around and he sees essentially the 
same program as the day before. First, a breaking news scare about the 
pandemic. Second, an influential person was racist. Third, a biased story to 
ever so slightly push a political agenda. All to top it off with a “wholesome” 
trend that TikTok got over a week ago. Don't forget that Election Day is 8 days 
away! The credits roll, and the ad break begins. “My opponent once gave a 
thumbs up when someone in the same room was talking about child porn. 
That’s why you should vote for me”. Next station, “My opponent lied once and 
endorses world hunger. That’s why you should vote for me”. He shrugged it 
off. He just wanted to watch Friends, but the ad breaks had a pattern, a 
repetitive pattern, a pattern of literally the same 4 commercials every 15 
minutes. It got to the point where he didn’t even want to keep watching and 
went to bed. Ads are supposed to sell a product, right? All he could think 
about was the scandalous thing that presidential candidate A did when he 
was 12 and how candidate B reportedly raped someone. He still didn’t have 
an opinion to give about either candidate. All he knew was if he heard either 
of those names one more time, he was gonna lose it. Voting was definitely off 
the table. He wasn’t going to ask off work to stand in line and make a 
meaningless vote to the candidate who didn't piss his pants at high school 
graduation. He changed his mind when his work decided to let anyone leave 
early if they opted to vote. The break room was especially toxic that day, so 
he decided to take the free time just to get away from it. He quickly realized 
the irony in the ballots. Anyone can run for president, right? But why were the 
first two choices in large, bold font? He decided to just close his eyes and pick 
one, ignoring any indication of his choice. At least he truly could say he didn’t 
know who he voted for when his boss comes by for the 5th “friendly chat” this 
month. People fought and died so we could have the right to vote, so he is 
told. The fact that he voted should be enough to clear his conscience, he 
thought. The next day, the everyday arguing he witnessed died out a bit at 
least. The ballots were tallied, a winner announced, and nothing happened. 
The break room got quiet. The news endorsed that candidate B won just a bit 
too much. A law or two is instantly passed that he couldn’t care less about, 
but it’s enough to get the break room arguments fueled again. He still can’t 
even recall the Vice President's name but people make sure to correct him 
the moment he has a hint of an opinion. It’s a reality he just got used to. 
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Isolation 


Sometimes, sitting at the park with the previous day papers, I can't help 
but think back to the golden days, back to when I barely had any time 
alone for my friends would always be by my side. At that time it didn't even 
make any sense being by myself, because there was always somebody to 
hang out with, somebody to visit, adventures to be had. But now... well, 
now I crave solitude. 

Although — and hear me out, here comes the kicker, — I still enjoy much 
more being around people than not, it is almost impossible to imagine a 
near future in which I'm happy and accompanied, and you know what is 
even worse? I can't find an outcome in which I'm alone and happy, either, 
but my mind keeps pushing me into this one man trail, so I keep walking 
without thinking much about it. 

My therapist once said that is normal for people like me, but that she's 
seen much, much worse. Committing to the mistake of asking how worse, 
she told me terrific stories of insane murderous individuals, of suicidals 
and disgusting paraphilic deviants, which was enough to force me into the 
fullest of houses around town that night, only to prove to myself that one 
day I wouldn't just buy a gun and kill all my neighbors. 

The feeling, I wrote in a poem one day, was of being an ortie. A 
poisonous plant, harsh to the touch, that willingly puts herself in a dome. 
That willingly protects the world from herself. But am I really making any 
difference staying away from all the wonders human life has to offer? I 
know it doesn't matter but I do it anyway, maybe for comfort, or maybe as 
my gift of love to all of human kind. 
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Isolation 


Humans are social creatures, right? It’s been proven through several trials the 
importance of interaction in the health and development of everyone. It’s 
practically factual that people need interaction to remain mentally healthy. 
However, the past two years have really challenged this theory. Some for 
better, some for worse. The rise in the adoption of remote work has made 
several companies suddenly more open to fully remote positions, with many 
workers opting to never return back to the office. Some even threaten to quit if 
not given the option. One would think there can only be positives with this 
sudden change of pace, but my personal experience opened my eyes to the 
true mental gymnastics of remote work. Remember a couple years ago when 
everyone was scared out of their minds? | remember traveling out of 
necessity for work, but being asked to wear what was practically a hazmat suit 
to go anywhere. This inconvenience turned into a mandatory trial of remote 
work instead. You know, “for our safety”, the go-to phrase used to justify a 
controversial decision. Nothing at the office had changed, but again, nobody 
knew what to do, so it seemed wise at the time. | grabbed my work computer 
and my phone to setup in my bedroom, halfway excited to be able to get away 
with doing nothing. The work flow was steady, just enough to where | wasn’t 
bored out of my mind. | did notice something though. My treasured quiet time 
I'd get maybe once or twice a week suddenly lost its merit. It didn’t feel special 
anymore, felt like | was on the clock. This quiet time was once something | 
looked forward to, it would come out of nowhere when the stars aligned 
perfectly. It was a time where | could truly channel and reflect on my inner 
thoughts, a time where | could get sucked into a new album, a time when | 
had zero obligation to speak to anyone. And | suddenly had that time... all the 
time. But now | have dozens of customers whispering in my ear with phone 
calls and emails to attend to. | notice my thoughts change from thinking about 
the next video game | want to play to if | remembered to respond to a 
customer or not. My shifts suddenly were 24/7 as | started responding after 
hours. Why? | felt an obligation to it. You wouldn't believe my relief when we 
went back to the office the next week. Yup, this was over the span of a week. 
What's the moral of this story? | honestly couldn’t tell you. | do feel for those 
who are working remote against their will though. As | write this past my 
bedtime, the dog won't stop making noises to attempt an escape from her 
kennel, and the TV is blasting in the other room, and one thing is for sure, 
quiet alone time is what | believe to be a necessity to maintaining our sanity 
as people, and most people opt to stay connected all the time. It’s baffling. 
Unfortunately, the case only seems to be worse as time goes on, and my 
babbling will only become more and more incoherent. 
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Winter 


winter solstice is 
the last day of autumn sun 
wind cracking my lips 
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Winter 


Ah, winter. The worst time of year for the twig people of the world. Most 
people associate it with sitting around the fire and getting warm and cozy, the 
holidays, maybe getting to play in the snow. Meanwhile, a thick jacket is a 
24/7 necessity. | just wanna wear shorts. 


Winter. It’s the worst. 
Layers do nothing to help. 
No snuggles either. 
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short, meaningful read in 
pseudo-haiku prototypes 


Book 2 


short, meaningful read in 
pseudo-haiku prototypes 


by Annie and Wayne 


[Time] 


four in the morning 
life as a pretty flower 
put in my pocket 


in all flowerbeds 
gnawed leaves live as veterans 
sordid invalids 


smiling diana 
knowing death is approaching 
like Luna that night 


dead euthanasia 
for all the sins committed 
he's been resurrected 


we have bananas, 
beautiful women, coffee, 
racism and music 


inexorable 
relentless wave destroys all 
metaphysical 


death in broad daylight 
— the obscene mortality — 
of a bright young man 


Shipped with Snow Leopard. 
Despite warnings, still current. 
Man, | still miss Steve. 


Too early a death. 
He took risks. They sure don’t now. 
Mac's no longer fun. 


Predates the iPad, 
Can be fixed, still works today. 
Trusty white MacBook 


A throwback toda: 
A gas station burrito. 
It’s been a long time... 


Far off location. 
Exact replica building. 
This one’s still open. 


Nothing special there. 
| visit, memories flow. 
Living time capsule. 


Near 2000 birth. 
No social media, zen. 
Modern freak show, right? 
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It’s been years since then. 
People change, they won't. Oh, well. 
| don’t plan for kids. 


Whoa, | can have kids?! 
Full on mini mes on earth. 
How terrifying... 


Super bowl party, 
My dad’s birthday. Why I'm Here? 
Don't know why | should. 


sunday to sunday 
overworked, tired to the core 
20-looking 50 year old rag 


silk skin, smooth sailing 
an expensive new sofa 
trivial splendor 


took me for granted 
asshole thought he could use me 
guess who's rich now, “dad”? 


and when I came back 
he was there, licking the mug 
can't have shit 'round here 
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no showing your tits 
to them punks with no future 
understand? capeesh? 


Miss Orndoff was cool 
but hated the living shit 
out of M. Warnock 


typewriter, old-man 


wrists are still intact somehow 


flaming carpal strength 


small pains collected 
over the years, to this point 
constant reminders 


radiantlooking 
jumping in front of the train 
another failure 


so many mistakes 
in this shitty manuscript 
you are not Balzac 


lights strobing around 
small dots in forever black 
hallucinations 
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[Nostalgia] 


leathery finish 
blue book, read so many times 
now lost forever 


glitter-like feeling 
as the sun shines bright through holes 
in the old curtains 


emptiness inside 
as the sun shines bright through holes 
in the old curtains 


jupiterian 
guides the whole crew to the chasm 
offering to self 


every book on tile 
tells a different story 
[an] anthology 


an award fails to 
do it's job, if your merit 
is now someone else's 


fierce rain in the park 
but no reason to depart 
just to be alone 
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Flashback 10 years ago. 
Analog was viable. 
Update? What is that? 


Flashback 20 years ago. 
Dial up, tube TVs, stuff just works. 
That stuff STILL just works. 


Two kids exploring 
city life. Super scary. 
Screwed without our phones. 


We choose a detour. 
Wrong turn costs twenty minutes. 
Just want to go home. 


GPS saves us. 
How can we go without it? 
It’s impossible. 


| was a kid once. 
Friends were nerds. Cool but awkward. 
Don’t know where they went. 


That one Pink Floyd song 
Is great! One major problem: 
Wish | understood. 
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help the old lady 
receive a shiny penny 
for my altruism 


throw it up and down 
fell into the foul gutter 
no candy for me 


absent-minded girl 
insane puss, freak-on-a-leash 
rocking the shitshow 


modern mastermind 
fierce anarcho-monarchist 
eraffiting big dongs 


LaserDisc its fun. 
A movie on a Vinyl. 
Or is it CD? 


Really neither. 
But both too? Lasers read it. 
Then output A/V. 


Don't forget the sleeves. 
They're HUGE. Effort is required. 
Much cooler than tapes. 
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urban-life pyrates 
cheerfully mocking others 
along with the sea 


trick or treat, lady? 
oh, sweetie, here you have it 
poor people candy 


a stray coffee shop 
in the middle of nowhere 
extant vibration 


selfhatred, selfharm, 
self-awareness; disregard 
for all but myself 


sorry I forgot 
it's been so long, I'm feeble 
tied to cinder blocks 


nous nous souvenons 
les plaisirs éphéméres 
assis au café 


loud, Paul Hardcastle's 19 
middle-aged couples dance 


dad does the robot 
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[Routine] 


owls hiding in holes 
no worm in sight all weekend 
like real people 


cute doggo-doggies 
covered in scabs, dirty dogs 
unending delight 


black, white and orange 
a frisky feline huntress 


another dead bird 


cat food and cat poo 
and cat fur and cat hairballs 
small cat annoyances 


snob pieces of shit 
playing lunar songs, drinking 
off-key piano 


ol’ grayish black jeans 
30 year old Sonic Youth black shirt 


not saying, spraying 


wallow in despair 
subservient to my sins 
living in sorrow 


Glitches, bad updates, 
Another reminder call. 
Please, just let me work. 


Time didn’t resolve. 
Full time job, yet still social? 
Maybe after death. 


Six Megs, my struggle. 
Update? Completes tomorrow. 
Reddit bad, book good. 


Gaming offline? How? 
Crappy graphics, wired gamepad, 
But... zero load times. 


Eighty-five years old. 
Mom still around. Happy. Kind. 
An Inspiration. 


Excited for me, 
Almost like I’m her grandkid. 
| just fix her stuff. 


Old people... The best. 
No reason to care, no time. 
We should learn from them. 
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framed lock of blond hair 


staring at me everyday 
object-epitaph 


orange strand of hair 
taped to the book's back-cover 
drawn heart beside it 


little black hairs on 
yellowed, off-white sheets take me, 
in a trance, to self 


in the back-burner 
my thoughts come and go as trains 
flying with no rails 


in search of better 
all by myself, need someone 
inside this crisis 


her creeping silence 
something sinister to it 
too dark a daybreak 


I've been so morbid 
this past few days, clear down bad 
sad future in mist 
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two beers for breakfast 
smooth wine pour I'aprés-midi 
sorbet au diner 


when looking at me, 
straddled by a skeleton, 
only a victim 


for everyone else 
despite all of my efforts 
won't be good enough 


death-defying gaze 
harmless traffic lights outside 
I need scorch tonight 


woke up at midnight 
compulsive craving for pain 
shatter the lampshade 


soon to be over 
bleeding on the soft carpet 
sun shining outside 


dark as night, concealed 
as woken up from the dream 
living nightterror 
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“The third book” 


Book 3 


“The third book” 


by Annie and Wayne 
and friends 


Part I 


Bonny’s Treasure Trove 


Beautiful man playing the harmonica 


Strolling around in the after hours, I decide to sit down at the first com- 
fortable looking porch to write a letter. Old apartment building, windows 
all black, has a nice little lamp that turns on as I sit down like for me only. 

“Thank you, little lamp” 

Scribbling around on the paper, not really making sense of my words, I 
begin to notice the distant sound of a harmonica. Figured I was finally 
getting paranoid, for the sound would become louder and louder, getting 
closer and closer — soothing, in a way, but also piercing and loud and the 
most somber. The context of it all also didn’t help: a girl alone in the night, 
it was a dangerous neighborhood, I was running away from home. But as 
the source of the sound turns the corner, slurring down the lane, my heart 
stops shivering. 

A beautiful bard he was, lost in the blues like Little Walter, playing to 
none but himself. Noticed me watching, came to finish his solo a little 
closer and sat beside me. A mysterious one he was, and maybe I was too for 
we didn’t say a word to each other, just looked at places — at the houses, 
the asphalt, the big black night sky. In spite of that, not with shyness, but 
because the scene was much too appropriate for the pretension of a long 
lasting relationship, as an assortment of memories inside a single scene, 
and that we were living, and that should not be disturbed. 

After a few minutes, though, I can’t help but turn my head and take a 
better look at him, only to find out he's even weaker, already looking at me, 
piercing my eyes with his own eyes like arrows, like a man-Artemis, brown- 
ish golden, copperish — in some places, in others like caramel —, boy- 
hunter, kind killer, reaping my soul while praying. 

Felt uneasy, looked away, heart racing and stuff like that. With the 
corner of my eye I could see him fiddling with the harmonica. His fingers 
bony and long, his hands gray and black under le petit soleil. But I hadn’t 
yet ruined the moment, for he was smiling. I was smiling too. It’s good to 
be young sometimes and just allow yourself to blush a little when a pretty 
boy looks at you, even if you’re trying to become philosophy, be as living- 
art under the moonshine. 

“You know,” he said, his voice a little hoarse from lack of use “one day 
Pll buy a harp.” 

I smiled a little larger and replied, 

“One day, I'll buy a french tulip.” 

We got up, said our goodbyes, and never saw each other again. 


KKEKK 
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Boy killer 


Light speed rockets flying to new moons, and in the meantime she’s 
living a mean time. Not dark, or gray, just red. Kind of too red, maybe. 
Sacking grocery stores, picking pockets, copping houses. She’s the face of 
danger sometimes, and most of the time just looks as average as the next 
person; a disguise not intentional, but effective. 

“(pretty) Little plum got the blues”, thinks the mom to herself, watching 
the girl barely touch the food at the dinner table. But little does she know 
her daughter is the scum of society — punk freak with no boundaries — and 
wouldn’t hesitate in killing a cat to win a dare. 

Twenty years of age—basement a bunker—collects bones dug up from 
old graves—misanthropic ritual—fueled on hatred—cuts her mouth on 
the inside so the pain lasts longer—masturbates with a toilet brush—has a 


date rape planned for tonight with the first male that walks up to her at the 
bar. 


“Hey there!, what’s up?” says he, sitting at the table. 

“Hello, handsome” she responds with a sassy smile; her eyes like traps so 
easy to fall into, “nothing much. How about you?” 

A few hours later his loud, annoying laughter started to quiet down, his 
eyes struggled to stay open, words scrambled, fading senses. She picked 
him up, the Uber was waiting outside, the address was spilled after the 
third bottle of beer. 

A good pitcher he said he was, blabbing nonstop about the many 
trophies won in regional league. Never asked a question, spray-mouth, self- 
satisfied male trying to impress, itching for a quick fuck. Now so fragile 
and vulnerable, 200 pound piece of meat, being dragged upstairs. 

Poison? Too obvious. Bleed? Too peaceful. Looking around, found a bat. 
Pristine, shiny brown, Brett bros. bat. Would do a good surprise, — both to 
him and to whoever found him later — shift gears in his sleep, dreams of 
hell for the damned, for them filthy pigs. After a wind up it went down, 
then again and again. He was left unrecognizable; she took the bat home 
with her. The stains weren’t visible on the black dress or the leather jacket 
in the brink of night. 

That wasn’t her first rodeo, wouldn’t be the last. She still had three other 
boyfriends, a piss puddle of a dad, and so many other future rapists and 
wife beaters to cure. This world would never be clean, but she did what 


had to be done. 


KKEKK 


45 


Brasilian Kim Gordon 


Kim Gordon is a bus driver from the second biggest city of Brasil’s 
Northeast. Working the function for over two decades, collecting back 
pains and horror flicks. Queen of the night shift, like a bat, can only be 
found roaming in the dark and will always have something to say if 
approached right. We discussed the importance of minigolf today, and 
how southern American countries should adhere more to the North 
American ways of weekend family fun. She let me take pictures of her [as 
long as I appeared myself in them]. The world will never see Brasilian Kim 
Gordon. I gave her some of the stickers cut today and she said my project 
is an interesting one, but that I should be careful with who I present it to. 
That made me wonder if the police could finally have a good reason to 
stain my name once and for all. 

“I was invited to go to a church event this Saturday”, said Kim Gordon. 
“The more I talk with my colleagues, the more I feel out of place here. No 
one understands me.” I asked Kim Gordon if she’d like to come to the 
concert this Saturday, and she said “See?”, and I felt bad but it was a joke 
and she laughed and said “I’m just fucking with you, I’d love to.” 

Kim Gordon in 2022 is 69 years old. Brasilian Kim Gordon is 46 and 
has a canine missing. “I like how it looks”, said Kim Gordon when she 
caught me staring at her smile. “My mom beat me up when I was 15. But it 
was a bad tooth anyway.” 

She doesn’t know Sonic Youth, and believes punk is still alive 
somewhere in California. “New York is always changing, and with it the 
youth’s way of making art. We’re too far into postmodernity for punk to 
exist there. The west is old-fashioned enough to be respectful of the past”, 
is what she said while we watched a group of bikers screech across the 
avenue, stopping the traffic. “So many ‘baby Mozarts’ playing for a bottle of 
beer and a sack of peanuts”, is what I replied with, and something tells me 
she understood where I was coming from. 

She'll look for me at the concert. I promised to sneak in booze for 
everybody. The last trip was over and now she was taking the bus to the 
garage. “Want to see the garage? It’s pretty cool”, she asked and I was 
happy to say yes. On the way there she explained to me why shock and 
horror cinema are two completely different things, and why horror should 
stay in the fictional. “No one here is denying the horrors that happen 
everyday all around the world, but there’s a reason to ignore it. Watching 
horror flicks is not about denying ignorance, but giving it a new face. Make 
reality more palatable, even in it’s most gruesome aspects.” 
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Out of the garage she asked what I was up to that night. I said I had 
nothing to do, so we went to the nearest bar and shared a few bottles of 
beer. When her face was red and the smile wouldn’t fade, she told me that 
today was the best time she had in years. Said thank you, goodbye, put 
some bills on the table and walked away. I finished the beer, noticed the 
money wouldn’t cover the expenses, took it and walked out of the bar. Ran 
for a mile after that, nobody chasing me. Desert street, crashed at the 
empty parking lot. No phone to call anyone, nobody knows where I am, 
nobody walking alone to ask for a favor. Neighborhood not dangerous, but 
I was too old and happy to be brave at the moment. Grab a marker, 
vandalize the car, run away again. 


KKEKK 
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Cotidiano 


Ha uma semana venho tendo este mesmo sonho, em que acordo, tomo 
uma xicara de café e ando até esta certa rua. Por ela passei uma Unica vez 
em toda minha vida e fazé-lo nao precedeu qualquer momento importante, 
mas posso descrever com exatidao todos os prédios, o estado do asfalto e os 
carros estacionados naquela manha em que os experienciei ha mais de uma 
década atras. A silhueta dos exatos quatro transeuntes que passaram por 
mim poderia colocar agora no papel, e nos sonhos posso sentir seu cheiro 
tal como o fiz no passado. Em nenhum outro momento dentro desta 
década que passou tal memoria tao vivida me ocorreu, mas agora estou 
presa a ela como numa maldicao. 

Neste momento é impossivel discernir se estou sonhando ou acordada, 
pois o gosto do café amargo fazme comprimir a lingua, posso sentir o 
vento esfriando meu rosto e o suor dentro do agasalho. Quando finalmen- 
te acordo, minhas botas estao calcadas e descubro que deitava por cima dos 
lencdis, numa cama desfeita que nado tem o meu cheiro, dentro do mesmo 
quarto que vi todas as manhas outras milhares de vezes. O gosto azedo do 
café velho na lingua me faz certa de que nao € a primeira vez que acordei 
naquele dia, mas o despertador toca e me desengana. Ha lama nas minhas 
botas e sujo o corredor em direc&éo a cozinha, onde minha xicara no 
armario esta do jeito que a deixei na noite passada: limpa sobre o pires, 
com a alca virada para tras, meticulosamente seca como toda a louca da 
casa. A cafeteira também esta seca; ligo e vejo o vapor subindo, iluminado 
pela luz gélida do céu nublado. O café tem gosto de cotidiano. Saio de casa 
e faco o mesmo percurso de sempre em direcdo ao restaurante de mamie. 
Mas me deparo com a rua, a rua dos sonhos. Os mesmos carros estaciona- 
dos, os mesmo prédios, a mesma vida daquela manha de dez anos atras. 
Subo a rua sem saber porqué. Sou uma alma presa num corpo autOémato 
que sobe a rua sem temer 0 que ha no fim. 

De um momento para 0 outro estou novamente na cama. O cheiro do 
sabonete barato do banho de ontem 4 noite na minha pele, como o Unico 
perfume que visto, exalando das partes descobertas da minha roupa de 
caminhada. A cama que tinha arrumado ontem com os lencdis novos, 
desarrumada por um uso anterior de que nao me recordo. A luz esta 
prestes a surgir pelos buracos na cortina, e em cinco minutos o alarme vai 
me despertar para o dia que se apresenta. Nao consigo me mover. Tento 
mas os musculos nado respondem; a alma arfante e a respiracao calma. O 
cheiro do sabonete, 0 gosto do café velho, a maciez dos lencdis limpos... 
tudo é estranho. Eu nao sou eu. O alarme toca e o desligo, me levanto e 
sujo o chao com a lama fresca nas minhas botas. A alca da xicara virada 
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para tras me ajuda a diferencid-la das outras; coloco a agua na cafeteira e 
vejo o vapor subir. O café tem gosto de cotidiano. Saio de casa e vou em 
direcao ao restaurante de mamae. Mas me deparo com a rua, a rua dos 
sonhos. Os mesmos carros estacionados, os mesmos prédios, a mesma vida 
daquela manha de dez anos atras. Subo a rua sem saber porqué. Num 
impeto subito arranco uma luva e a jogo para o lado. Nao paro de andar e 
nao pego a luva, e de um momento para 0 outro estou novamente sobre a 
cama. Ha um invasor na casa, ouco passos, os ruidos de louca batendo em 
louca e a cafeteira fazendo o café. Estou assustada mas nao consigo me 
mover. Ouco meus proprios gemidos saindo daquele corpo como a de um 
auto-falante. O despertador toca e 0 desligo com a mao nua. O frio do 
metal faz arrepiar os pelos da mao. 

Ouco o som das botas sujas fazendo pegadas de lama fresca na ceramica 
branca. Ouco 0 som de louca batendo em louca, e o ruido alto da cafeteira 
que produz vapor, iluminado pela luz gélida vinda da janela. Sinto as lagri- 
mas escorrendo incessantes pelo rosto. O calor da xicara queima minha 
mao descalca. Saio em direcao ao restaurante de mame. 


KREKK 
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Pink punk 


In the first day of school this one girl really captured my attention: a 
pretty punk. Not a Lejeune punk, but a lovely anarchist, with short red 
hair, lip piercing and a dirty jean jacket with a bunch of patches glued to it. 
We were the two oddballs everybody was talking about: the metal head boy 
and the punk girl, both laughably introvert and shy. No one would talk to 
us and we wouldn’t say a word to each other, rarely exchanging glances of 
pretend indifference, that carried enough interest in them to be repeated 
again and again. 

The classes were happening and it felt like the teachers were talking 
gibberish, because I lost all reason to focus on my “skinhead girl”, 
dreaming of love for her liberal ways and an open relationship to last a 
week, full of sex, drugs and rock’n’roll. Wasn’t long ‘til I started writing 
about her to put my embarrassment onto paper, and to my surprise, she 
also pulled up a small and shabby notebook, and I never loved her more 
than in the moment | saw her cheeks blushing when trying to write a note 
on a busy page. You know, we had something in common, and this is the 
first step to a relationship. 

Time passed slowly that morning, what only worsened my anxiety. All I 
wanted was to go home and delight myself in the image of this punk girl, 
fantasizing of the possibilities in my real life fantasy. But that had to wait, 
because instead I got the real deal. 


I’ve always thought that being the last to leave the classroom was a sign of 
good luck, so I sat there waiting when the bell rang, and weirdly enough, 
she did too. It was an awkward situation where I didn’t know if I should 
wait for her to get the hell out of there, or just run in despair; and we were 
like two warriors turned to stone, dying slowly of grief, confused about 
what was happening. After a couple minutes I said to myself “fuck good 
luck”, grabbed my bag and walked as fast as I could before tripping on a 
crack and falling to the ground like a bag of sand. The girl was right 
behind me and offered a hand, and about to say thanks I looked into her 
eyes and felt like an Ann Major cowboy seeing the love of his life for the 
first time —, gazing at those two black pearls, she was a succubus, ready to 
tear my body apart for pleasure. Those eyes were not human and I was 
hypnotized and vulnerable, but even though I saw a Great Old One in 
them, the rest of her face seemed just as scared as mine. With a trembling 
smile she broke the ice with a “hi”, to which I replied with a “hello”. 
“Want to hang out?” she asked after a few seconds, and “sure” I responded. 
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And off we went into the sunset, not saying a word but enjoying every 
second of our mute romance. 


After a while of walking aimlessly we found a lone bench in front of a 
general store, and sat there to rest watching the cars pass by. “Want some 
booze?”, she asked with pleading eyes. “Please”, I answered with a fading 
voice from lack of use. A halfempty 2L bottle of imported vodka was 
pulled from the messiest backpack I have ever seen. In one breath she 
drank a third of the liquid and handed it to me. Trying to show her I also 
was a tough nut, gulped down about the same amount and spent the next 
minute intensely focused on holding it inside, and ignoring the hellish 
burning sensation up my throat. That made her giggle and show a nice 
collection of off-white teeth. For a second there our eyes found each other 
and connected us, and once again we fought in our hearts the individual 
battle, where cowardice perseveres beside ignorance, in torture until the 
first move. But she snapped out of it and said: “Want to play a game?” Her 
voice already sounding a little slurred “I know this one called “Grab and 
Run’ that I used to play back home”. “Alright. What are the rules?” I asked, 
and couldn’t understand a thing of what she was gesturing next. Myself 
lost in a world of her person. 

When we entered the store she was smiling, her eyes blinking slowly, 
shushing me with a finger on my lips. After a good half a second of indeci- 
sion in the boissons aisle, the choice was a cheap bottle of whisky that she 
took, shuffling, towards the checkout. But instead of paying, she looked at 
me over the shoulder with a devilish grin and shouted: “RUN!” Useless to 
say the cashier was just as surprised as me, but when I realized what was 
going on, ran at the speed of light after her. We kept on running for a long 
while, laughing hysterically at the feeling of danger, imagining the cop cars 
chasing us with sirens, and ended up in a hidden alleyway in the middle of 
nowhere. 

Still laughing we sat there on the floor, facing each other. Me, admiring 
how gorgeous she was under the yellow light of a lamppost. She, looking 
through me with shiny black eyes that said nothing and everything at the 
same time. When she finally noticed me staring, blushed and looked down, 
trying harder to open the bottle with a switchblade. The whisky was fin- 
ished in under five minutes, even though it tasted like diesel; we both 
needed to get really drunk to do what we wanted to do next. 

After a few laughs and some touching, it was my time to blush when her 
eyes rested on me. My heart was going so hard I could feel the body 
vibrating with every beat; I could feel the blood flowing through my veins 
and going directly to my face, and I was drunk enough to not let that 
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opportunity pass. In a quick move, I pulled her to me and kissed her with 
all my might. After the initial surprise she started to kiss me back, the 
alcohol making us do what we were not brave enough to do earlier, that is, 
until she stops out of nowhere and barfs straight down my throat. When 
that pungent smell hit my nose I instantly sobered up, pushed her and 
threw up all over her jacket, twice, covering her up with both of our vomits. 

I'm not sure of how this next part happened, but that scenario messed 
with her senses and she attacked me, embracing my body with abnormal 
strength, kissing me like a maniac. After struggling for a few seconds I gave 
up to it, ran my fingers through her short hair, closed my eyes and let her 
suck my soul dry. We persevered through the horrid taste of vomit and 
cheap alcohol, and left reason to the next person, loving each other like 
animals in heat. Unfortunately, what happened next I can only remember 
as a blur. 


The hangover was so strong I could not get out of bed, and it lasted for a 
few days. The punk girl didn’t show up for the rest of the week, or the 
week after, or the rest of the month, or ever again. She vanished and I 
heard some people saying she’d quit school, but when I questioned on her 
whereabouts, nobody could tell me anything. That was a crazy night that 
turned my life upside down for years to come, but to this day I still ask 
myself if it wasn’t just a dream. All she left for me was this faint smell of 
jam inside my nose, and a strong scent of cheap men’s cologne that stuck 
to my sweater through five washes. 

And if you’re reading this, pink punk. Go fuck yourself. 


KKEKK 
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Larissa does not live an easy life 


Larissa, 24, spends her paid hours trying to draw the attention of any 
living being to this sex shop hidden inside a busy gallery. The common 
sense everywhere, though, is that sex shops are simply not worth it: Pink 
rubber dildo 20$, shiny black cheap-plastic butt plug 50$, et cetera. No- 
body stops to listen to the many advantages she is supposed to list, but that 
doesn’t stop her from trying to convince anyone to donate a few minutes 
of their time. 

The sex shop business these days is the least profitable it has ever been. A 
“sex rental”: niche thing and one that escapes the comfortable popular 
taste, with the advent of all these recent technological advances coming 
into the hands of a sick and ignorant society. Streaming is the meat substi- 
tute for video rental, and discount coupons and free shipping have finally 
killed the desperate search for sex toys in the dead of night. With life this 
much easier, with huge catalogues and discrete packages, nobody has to 
commit to the shame of succumbing to the guerrilla marketing of physical 
sex shops, of taking the flyer and maybe even consider going in to take a 
look, knowing to be the newfound topic of giggling teenagers and grown 
ups remediating cowardice with throwing rocks. 

So what if Larissa manages to get a person or two to go in? They will just 
be spooked by the absurd prices and leave, like they all do. The arrival of 
new, loyal clientele is nothing but her superior’s distant dream. She knows 
her efforts are useless and, that standing there, advocating for the only sex 
shop in that small town will do no good for her public image. But what 
can she do, really? 

Her name never comes out the neighbors’ mouths, and everybody in her 
family — from the distant father to the distantest of cousins — thinks she’s a 
prostitute. Her mom, old christian woman with way too much free time to 
dedicate to god, concernedly asks, every night at the dinner table, for her 
to “please, stop working at that devil’s den and find a wealthy husband” 
and, every time, she wants to reply with a “shut the fuck up, you moron”, 
but just stays quiet, not wanting another discussion like Christmas’; afraid 
of not being able to hold back her ever-growing inner demon cluster. 


Unlike what everybody thinks and says of her, though, Larissa is no cop- 
hating punk-dyke, despite having the hair close-cropped most of the time 
like a boy’s. She’s no terrorist-anarchistcommunistskinhead either, despite 
only wearing XXL white T-shirts bought more than a decade ago, and 
shaving her whole body with a hair clipper on the 6th of every month. She 
is, in fact, a girl that prefers to aim for the practical, not seeing matter or 


53 


substance in the feminine ways of cultivating long manes and buying 
orgasms in the shape of shoes with every paycheck. 

Autistic, she likes to think logically and superior, though existing in a 
deeply subjective and illogical world. Virgin, never touched herself, never 
seen a penis, spends all her free time either creating new literary pieces in a 
language she made up and only herself understands, or running up and 
down chasing job offers. Not performing well at any interview her whole 
life, the only place that took her was the city’s shitty sex shop. 

“So... I see here that you put ‘experience at job interviews’ as your main 
qualification. What does that mean? And what in tarnation is a ‘“Numka’ 
dialect?” 

Getting the interviewer fed up with her ramblings, and being the only 
one in weeks applying for the job of greeter, a simple question was all it 
took to change her life forever: “Can you memorize a script?” 

Happy for finally be making her own money, like a big girl, turned not 
so-happy after realizing the trouble she had put herself into; life after that 
became a downward spiral. People now knew her as the “annoying sex 
shop girl”, and her mom would every day bring up whatever gossip she’s 
been hearing, from neighbors and other needlewomen around town, about 
the secret life her daughter’s been living, of sucking dick inside port-a- 
potties and whatever worse people could make up at her expense, to have 
something to talk about. 

Kids would pass by the shop and laugh loudly calling her a whore. Adult 
men of all sizes and shapes would listen to her for a few seconds before 
asking “how much for head?”. And every now and then, this super artifi- 
cially tanned woman, wearing all outdated Chanel, would come to her 
asking if she wanted to make an easy-quick-buck, to what she would just say 
“I need to go to the restroom” and leave for a few minutes, like boss 
instructed her to. But independent of the harassment, that nine-to-five was 
spent the same way, day in, day out, from the very beginning. Her brain 
wouldn’t let her care, she was just doing her job —, and part of the job was 
also not caring about all the harassment: this the main reason why it stayed 
vacant for so long before her. She was the perfect fit. 

Every Saturday afternoon was payday, and she would take the check from 
her boss’ hands and discount it immediately at the bank a few stores from 
there. Roll all the twenties and tie it like a scroll, put it deep inside the 
back pocket, and walk home to the infuriating torture device of a christian- 
American dinner table. There she would eat the reheated meatloaf and 
microwave mac-and-cheese, give the little scroll to her mom and receive the 
one or two bills for “personal expenses” and “religious expenses” — or, pen 
and paper and the Sunday tithe the next day. 
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Every Sunday morning was church-service-day, and there she’d listen to 
the many other christians that, just like her mom, would say god’s name in 
vain cursing her for no reason and, later on, ask for forgiveness in 
exchange for a few dollars. 

Every Monday morning was the restart of the work cycle, and the harass- 
ment cycle, and the run-away-from-the-creepy-pimp cycle, and the watching- 
rubber-dicks-at-lunch-while-boss-has-another-breakdown-about-bankruptcy 
cycle. Going this same way for exactly seven years today. In a few minutes, 
at 12:17, she'll be 25, halfway from the first half-a-century not counting the 
bullshit of leap years. She smiled when the thought of being halfa-century 
old went through her mind, wondered if the wrinkly skin would be a 
problem to the hair clipper. Wondered how many books she would have 
written until then, how many people she would help sexually satisfy by 
guiding them into this shitty sex shop. She smiled even larger at the 
thought of people using dildos and pocket pussies instead of just having 
sex between each other. The idea of a sex shop, in itself, was so stupid. She 
felt superior in relation to anybody that would pass through that door. 
Though in that moment, as she sat at the dusty counter eating a ham 
sandwich, the bell rang, and through the door came a man that looked like 
an exact replica of her, carrying under his arm a pink gift box with a big 
pink ribbon on top. 

“Good afternoon, ladies”, he said with a deep smoker’s voice and Larissa, 
25, got up and gave him a hug. 


KKKEKK 
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Lovebirds 


She’s ditching school with her boyfriend once again. Third time this 
week, in the same bus as me, at the same time, sitting on the same seats. 
They’re always holding hands, he always leads in front, she always seems so 
lost in him, even in the shaky surface of a moving bus, even under the 
hottest summer sun. They don’t seem to care. She doesn’t seem to care, 
looking at his face, looking at his hands, looking at his boots, thinking 
something I could never tell, heart pumping through the eye sockets. He 
notices her stare of mild seriousness, as the face of someone who most 
heavily focuses their attention, and gives her a kiss on the forehead. She 
loses it to this simple act of love, loses the gravity of the worship, and 
smiles. It’s beautiful her smile, like tiles of golden white marble, shining 
bright in perfect synergy with the shiny caramel hair falling in imperfect 
curls here and there, escaping the military donut bun. Now he is smiling 
too, and they share a silent moment of pure love before smooching for a 
while and letting go. She then lays her head on his right shoulder, and the 
two watch the buildings go by outside the window. 

I know her brother, and also know he wouldn’t be happy to know his 
little sister is living this indecent teenage doublelife. But hey, the guy isn’t 
half-bad with his nerdy glasses and wacky posture, manly kinda (because of 
the military training), oddly athletic. Underneath that school uniform 
there’s probably a six-pack. He does love her, somewhat. At least enough 
for it to be real when you look up close. It’s rare to see passion so vivid at 
their age, and I am no rat to snitch on her like that, — we’re buds. The 
drama wouldn't be worth it. 

Last stop, she finally notices me, “Look who’s here! What’s up, legend?”, 
and we fist bump. She has a golden band around the right ring finger, and 
I have a shiny pearl on my left pinky. We share a smile full of overtones, 
and a look full of secrets. This girl is going to smoke so much weed in 
college. She has the face of a good dick sucker and the spirit of a celibate 
lesbo. I cannot make out what awaits for her in the long run. 

She walks out to her boyfriend, they hold hands, she’s enough tall for it 
not to be awkward. I go right behind, wondering what it’s going to be 
today: ice cream or tea? What will they chose as the scenario of this 
afternoon of love? Beautiful lovebirds get it on. I whisper a silent good luck, 
turn the corner. It’s friday, I'll see them again next week. 
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Sophie 


She’s a drummer, dressed in winter attire, waiting for the bus. Wrapped 
wrists, fingers drum to the flow of the song of the urban, of the music of 
cars and stores and the traffic of people. Her eyes move up and down and 
from side to side trying to capture the most of the motion — identify pat- 
terns in chaos and turn it into music. The two fingers hit the thigh like a 
bassist’s. 

The wrists hurt and there’s no money for painkillers or food, or toilet 
paper. There’s no money for make-up or coffee, and there’s no money for 
the new Merzbow LP. There’s only music and pain, everywhere and all the 
time, and an incessant desire of holding again the sticks, of expressing this 
ache from within in self-torture and ferocity. Feel alive hitting the drums, 
annoying the neighbors until 10PM; bass vibrating all the glass in the apart- 
ment; skinless tom, broken snare, all tainted red. 

They don’t know, nobody knows her hunger. People made of sounds, 
peoplemade sounds. Fuzzy furry red head under the influence, get on the 
bus, find a vacant seat near the window, watch the world crash outside 
while the inside pumps and bloats, itching to explode. The bandages itch, 
drenched in sweat, but there’s no nail left untouched to scratch the irrita- 
tion and confusion blending with the rampant surge of creativity. There’s a 
will to sing, the tongue bleeds; nobody is sitting next to her. 

In automation the front door is opened, the stench is ignored, the empti- 
ness is ignored. The drum set is in way worse shape than the fantasy made 
up to be. The stool is still as uncomfortable as in the first day. No pride left 
intact, skins so porous to the touch, cymbals all chipped. When home feels 
like home — the drumsticks sitting there, waiting for her. The reach is 
followed by a sharp pain that shrivels the spirit. Eyes water with such sad- 
ness, sobered up and conscious of this miserable state; the stomach growls 
behind a meatless torso, and she snarls as a predator that sights the prey. 
Grip the sticks and crash it. 

Every movement after sudden movement is a nail to the nail in indecent 
crucifixion. Bite the collar of the shirt, moans getting increasingly louder, 
the sweat building up at the scalp, dripping down the hair, flying off of her 
like a sprinkler. Clenched fist hits the tom, hits the thigh, the kick sends 
off flying the hi-hat. The wall is the drum that receives the stool with a 
thump. In indescribable pain the hand goes against the window, hits the 
bars behind the curtains, sprains the finger. She falls to the ground, finally 
in peace. 
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When her eyes open she’s inside the van, on the passenger’s seat. Out- 
side, the lampposts pass one after another like a light show, morphine 
swims around in her veins. Nobody is saying anything, only occasionally 
sipping from the bottle of liquor in the cup holder. The car stops, people 
are soundchecking under the ground. She’s the last instrument to be car- 
ried in, nestled in the strong arms of a big woman, like a small baby bird. 

They leave her sitting against the wall next to two fingers of water inside 
a cheap plastic cup. The lights are blinding and the sounds distant, and all 
sits still like a painting, stuck in frames, changing scenes with every blink of 
the eye. Then someone comes with sugar and a small flask and all starts 
moving, from the ground to the ceiling. They put her in the stool, fitting 
the drumsticks through the plaster. “Can you hear me? Same as the tape, 
wake up!” She mumbles a series of inconsequent words as the guitar begins 
screaming, going up and down, shouting signals as she surfaces to another 
place, that smells like home. Her spirit far into the ceiling lights, her arms 
moving to the crusty D-beat, her screams of pain as another element inside 
this piece. 

Song after song, never off tempo, for ten minutes straight. Each beat 
flows into the other perfectly, through solos and screeches. Cheap verses 
from a humiliating lack of selfawareness. A dime a dozen punk band, 
playing to other kids and society rejects. 


She’s put back into the van, now in pitiful stupor, a stream of tears run- 
ning from each eye. They drop her off in the apartment over the dusty 
fouaton, leave a bag of chips on the ground, close the door and leave. 
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Miss Daddy Issues 


I 

Miss daddy issues 
Pissing in the fish tank 
Make-up on dirty tissues 
No money in the bank 


Mom left her on read 
Piss-drunk in a stranger’s bed 
Calm now, but down bad 
Hopeful to be found dead 


Can’t keep a straight step 
Sleeping on wet grass 

Says won't take no crap 
Viciously tonguekissing the glass 


Sunrise and she’s finished 
Morals diminished 

Friend’s house, at the couch 
Plan Bs in the pouch 
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Il 

Rub one off under the shower 
Bite lip, wishes to devour 
Stoic, narcissistic pleasure 
Independence intreasure 


Too low to measure 

Two Prozacs, no pressure 
Losing friends, chronically dour 
No longer a little flower 


The house stinks of cheap cologne 
Now the street’s her throne 
Blister-mouth sucking dick, a hustle 
Latex mini skirt, fishnet shuffles 


Asked not to move a muscle 
As the pig sniffs out the truffle 
In disgust, puts on the muzzle 
Closed eyes, solves the puzzle 
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Ul 

She had done acid last night 

and danced like Charlie Brown to Teenage Riot 

also sucked a lot of dick for five bucks a piece 

She has huge dark circles under the eyes 

talking gibberish, fails to give the guard an explanation 
Awake for days, stealing from a grocery store 
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IV 


There is no pain 
As the blood runs into the water 


Bloody Mary, Mother of god 


Lavishness in cells 


Served the bid 
Burned the bridge 


62 


frustration too real 


Bright day turned somber, anxiety levels on the high. Can’t handle the 
fast beat of this heart, the sudden rushes of emotions, of intense emotions, 
the intrusive thoughts. The devil knocking on my door, ringing my bell. 
The switch, like the sudden flick of a switch, my mood turned upside 
down, the brightness, of the day, turned somber. Dark times these times of 
waiting. With blood coming out from the tip of my fingers, nails all on the 
tile, no hair to pull out, crisis, madness. I’m shaking. Wish I could shake 
out of this body, wish I could run downstairs, trip over, have something 
else to feel, to care for, to talk about. Can’t keep the words above the 
straight lines, can’t understand what it is I’m feeling, there’s so much to 
understand, so much to rip off of me. Dark tone of today, that was bright 
before. Today was bright, so bright, so happy, I felt that happiness, went 
after that happiness, tasted it, and it tastes great. Oh, my, what’s wrong 
with me, am I right? I’m wrong, sometimes but most of the time, really, 
like now, on the wait, feels like I’m on the run. Nothing over my shoulders, 
but I won’t look if there is, I won’t look in any way, scared of everything, of 
you and me, of them, I’m falling. I’m failing to keep standing, I’m failing. 
To stay together, I’m failing. A failure, bad stitch, cotton comes out of me, 
like a doll in need of stitches, it’s coming out. The flower. It’s coming out, 
the flower, like the essence of every human. Like all things, and everything, 
in all progression, in all sincerity. Reality. Realism in the way I spew my 
verse. Realism on the way I exist within existence. Too real, I am, too real 
is everything. Everything burnt onto my skin like punishment, like a 
modern day tattoo, like a swastika to the forearm. The world stamped into 
me, I’m a cow, an animal. I’m everywhere, I’m water, I’m air, Pm 
everything, I’m everywhere, I’m all. I’m all out of juice, so tired, fatigued, 
waiting, on the waiting line you put me in, in this waiting line, I’m waiting 
on the waiting room while you take your time, amputating the right leg of 
a poor old man given birth to this morning. You made me wait, you’re 
making me wait, my head hurts. Why are you making me wait? What is 
wrong with you? I thought I could be happy just for a little more time, just 
a tiny little more time, just a tiny little bit of time but, you left me hanging, 
waiting, for a response, you left me waiting for whatever it is you have to 
show me. I’m done, I’m done with this bullshit, is what I said to myself the 
day I moved. Independent woman, fuck a world, real city, my city, inside of 
me, living inside of me. 
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Last Halloween 


After noticing my eyes on you 

your eyes turned to me 

saw on my face something I could never describe 

and they glistened and you looked away 

My half smile when you looked back was enough to make you lose control 
and whisper the feeling burning up your throat 

i love you 


And I felt bad for you 

because that smile was more pity than affection 

You were lost in me 

and had no idea of how dark would be the future 

not knowing the amount of influence I had built up on you 
Lacking the ability to stand up on your jelly legs 

Eaten by the butterflies in your stomach 


You're behind me and I feel your eyes 

with beams of love covering my body whole 
and it makes me more and more depressed 
unable to say a word and start a conversation 
Ashamed of my lack of feeling for you 

and how I cannot avoid keeping your hopes up 
only to feed on this blind adulation 
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One of us has to die tonight 

Pumpkins will be smashed in the backyard 

and it wont be me for I have the stake 

and in the next season all will be covered in green and orange 
for you to suffer as long as I can keep you alive 

We will bake pies and carve jack-o-lanterns 

Watch you go home in the morning, weeping 

then go scare some kids, hiding in the alley 
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United in a circle we'll join hands 
Bleeding from the eye sockets 

Seeing what’s true and delightful 
Singing out loud the words of prophecy 
Claiming to all what’s ours 

Of desire to clean and to serve purpose 
From the inside to the outside 
Withering to dust, becoming truly free 


Halloween is once more 

with chilling winds; a cold omen 

A flock of dark chevaliers bring the message 

For to us a child is born, to us a son is given 

He who has the name of Death 

Of sword and famine, and wild beasts and plague 

To whom authority is given over a fourth of the Earth 
To bestow purity once more 

So the cycle may recommence 


You who lays on the ground 
Will hold the spear 

Being held by wings 

And god will rejoice 

At the sight of a work well done 
[The edge of a crescendo 

A staccato of existence] 

The last trick 

The last treat 

The last Halloween 


Salted caramel cookies 


Salted caramel cookies in the oven. The smell of sweet baking fills every 
room of the apartment with a dreamy cloud of deliciousness, but my trou- 
bled head is a shield that blocks everything in the environment but my 
problems. Baking is not helping, neither are the hands massaging my 
shoulders. Laying my head on the table only assures the existence of a 
comically-large weight pushing down on my whole body, ready to smash 
my soul into a puddle of tar and acerbity. Nothing helps in moments like 
this, but there is a necessity of snapping out of it so that the worst doesn’t 
happen. 


“Come on, sweetheart” she says on a soft tone, “tell me what’s troubling 
you.” I don’t say anything, and won't say anything. “Are you sure you don’t 
want a cookie? They’re really good.” Head on the table, my dry nose feels 
like it’s about to bleed. “Want me to put the therapist cloak on?” She 
knows I don’t. “I know you don’t, ’m just joking, but what else can we do 
tonight? Any ideas?” 


Fogged mind. Absentminded circus-ridiculousness as a dark sky on my 
once beautiful sky. Black and gray dragons fly around in circles, clapping 
their almighty wings, but I can’t hear the sound of their clashing thunders 
in this deaf world. Her voice as mere longinquus stars that die before I can 
take notice of their existence. 

“Come with me”, she says, picking me up and carrying my carcass to the 
living room sofa. “Let’s make your death bed more comfortable.” 

Taking one last look at her work, breathing hard, she goes back to the 
kitchen to get the cookies out of the oven. 

“Hope you like horror movies, it’s the only thing I found on your shelves” 
she says, letting out a good chuckle, like a small little sun to shine life into 
the desolate land of my state of mind. 


And the coziness of the blanket, and the softness of the pillow on her lap, 
and the love in the gentle strokes on my head clear, slowly but surely, my 
gray sky. I don’t know what I'd do without her. And with the little muscle 
movement I’m able to make, I whisper without voice: “you wouldn’t 
believe how many nights I ain’t died for you”. 
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Self-harming freak 


Once I met this girl that never hid her scars, never wore long sleeves or 
jackets, and only sometimes pants: skirts and shorts were the regular attire 
doesn’t matter the weather, along with a black tee of whatever band you’ve 
never heard of. She never hid her scars because they were taken as achieve- 
ments; they were spoils of a war fought from within that, despite being 
over, wasn’t necessarily won, or at least wasn’t as much of a victory as she 
made it up to be. Selfharm never stopped being a thing when the weapons 
were down, and every day a new white spot of bandages would pop up, 
sometimes one of those big band-aids. Her — only — friend and her family 
knew very well she was a mistake too hard to fix, and gave up on her, only 
watching as she went deeper and deeper into an insane rabbit hole of self 
satisfaction. She would say, to whoever asked why, that the pain wasn’t to 
remediate the suffering, but to create a place of comfort through raw carnal 
pleasure. The answer found was in the flip of a switch, resorting to cheap 
philosophy originated from a kind of childish ignorance. 

“There’s no such thing as sorrow in joy. I just need to embrace my liking 
to it, you know?” 

She was kind of a complete mess, and when I met her for the first and 
only time, we each talked about our scars, gave reasons, gave meaning, 
memories — “Why can’t people understand that sometimes we just do it to 
get off, right?”, — and later on even drank together. That’s when she spilled 
the entirety of the beans on me, in gallons, like a river down my throat, 
and I started to understand the real place she was in, the real context of 
her existence, and finally realized that the girl in front of me wasn’t a thrill 
seeking libertine. She was nothing but a talking corpse. A lost case, that’s 
what she was. Alcohol gave her realization, common sense, reason, made 
her suffer again, taken back to the worst of times. I heard it all, later wrote 
it down, took her to my house and cared for her until morning. 

Awake and having the worst hangover possible, she kept quiet like 
dozing off, like out of this world. I didn’t try to start any conversations also, 
knowing I was nothing but a stranger that knew too much, who she 
dragged to a bar to listen to her shit. But still, she confided me one last 
secret before going back into silence: “I’ve ruined my life.” 

It was pretty cold outside at that time in the morning, and I offered one 
of my coats when she said she wanted to go home. She accepted it, though 
it looked a tad bit too big. We said our goodbyes and she went on to her 
walk of resilience. Never heard of her after that, nor of her friend that was 
our connection. She vanished completely from my world, maybe even from 
this world. 
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All I know is that she was doomed to fail in her endeavors from the get- 
go. You don’t lie to yourself like that. You don’t get better. People like her 
have the terrible fate of being born that way, into a well impossible to get 
out. Dope or death, it’s your choice, but your only choice. Pain, blood, 
doesn’t differ from marijuana or MDMA; temporary pleasures will always 
result in permanent scars. Doesn’t matter when you realize the mistake, it’s 
already too late. No going back, only down. We are the chosen ones, 
companions at the 7th circle, infinitely, indefinitely. Overlooked by the 
messiah: he almighty will never choose us. Neglected by the powers that be. 
Cursed from birth; legacy of pain and misery; descendants of cain. 
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Amar como Rosa 


Nesta jornada de amores perdidos e corac6es partidos 
Descobri que amor é um s6 

E se for de verdade nao é amor 

Pois de ideias abstratas inconscientemente vive o homem 
— orgdnico e carnal — 

E a vida é nada além de ponte 

De um ponto a outro da existéncia 


Essa, tal qualquer outra ciéncia humana 

E uma mentira que conto para mim mesma 

E que move, assim, este corpo meu corpo 

Insondavel, incompreensivel 

Como faz 0 rio a roda d’dgua 

Energizando a geringonca que forca a mente a funcionar 


Como fosse piada, digo que vivo pelo amor 

Com sofismo, digo que vivo bem 

Com estoicismo, digo que nao amo mais 

Mas rio!, em meio a este infinito mar de potenciais parceiros 
As vezes perdida nos olhos dela 

As vezes perdida nos olhos dele 

Mas os dela carregam adornos 

E os dele, angustia 

Assim, nunca amei alguém feliz 


Tantas feridas por ai que nao se curam 

Tantos traumas que nao se supera 

Tanta gente indesculpavelmente triste procurando reftigio 

Meus bracos abertos, 0 coracéo palpitante 

— Olhos vazios, um sorriso frio — 

Esperando seus corpos quentes para me deleitar em profundo 
[éxtase 

Vivendo o seu amor 

Vivendo pelo amor 
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Amor; 
Como um beijo roubado 
Como 0 poema dedicado 
Como vocé andando ao meu lado 
em direcdo ao ponto de taxi, seu coracao quebrado 
Como um passeio noturno de carro 
de ruas completamente vazias 
de uma eloquéncia viva no sofrimento mutuo 
de uma populacao de concreto e consequentes pequenos sdis 


O amor é a felicidade encontrada na paixao descoberta 
Ou a criatividade intrinseca a um coracao partido 

O amor é aquele que atende a porta e que A porta bate 
Numa casa feita de coracao, em anatomia bizarra 

O amor é€ a vibracado da corda que faz mover todo o corpo 


O amor falhou comigo mais uma vez 

Se é que algo tao perfeito possa essencialmente falhar 

Com 0 coracao rachado, fui ter com o chao 

Com o baixo, com a musica, com a poesia visceral 

Numa orgia belissima, melancolicamente carnal 

E dei a luz um abutre cor de piche e cheirando 4 salitre 

Sendo um portal para tudo aquilo que nao é real 

Sem sentir-me bem, confiei ter servido meu propdsito de mae 
Mereci 0 nobre reparo de minhas ancas pela divina mao do tempo 
E sorri 


Aceitar ajuda, em momentos de amor 

Aceitar que nao se € querida por todos 

Aceitar que nao se derruba tao facil um muro 

Aceitar que 0 poco nao tem fundo 

Aceitar que mais uma vez é necessario esperar 

Viver consigo, nado se questionar 

Pois quando se escolhe viver essa vida, é cada um por si 
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Somos jovens demais para essa porra toda 

De viver sob 0 sol e de fazer germinar a vida 

De enxergar um futuro sem vocé nos olhos de um filho 
E nao mais querer o inaceitavel 

Do arrebatamento da boca de um peixe 

Do no simples que te prende aos blocos de concreto 
Do ultimo olhar ao mais lindo céu noturno 


Amar; 

Amar como se ama 0 gosto de uma boceta molhada 

Amar como se ama 0 esperma quente nas costas 

Amar como se ama dizendo que quer mais 

Amar como se ama na ardéncia de futuros hematomas 

Amar como se ama os seus dentes arrancando um pedaco de mim 


Amar em éxtase e amar em verso 

Amando em delirio sobre qualquer superficie sdlida 

Completamente irracional e organico e humano e carnal 

Visceral amor de quando entro em vocé, dedo por dedo, 
rasgando meu caminho até seu coracao 

Rosa a desabrochar sob a luz do mais profundo amor 


Eu te amo, vé? 

Eu amo a ideia de vocé 

De estar em seus bracos 

Minha boca na tua 

Derreter completamente 

Libertar-me das amarras 

Para que possa me punir mais uma vez 


Sonho com todas as op¢des que vou te dar 

E com sua reacao ao brinquedo novo que comprei 

Canivete Latama lockpick, brilhante, automatico 

O peso certo para cortes de precisao 

Com nossas iniciais gravadas dentro de um yin-yang 

Sonho com seu cheiro e com o cheiro de quem acharmos na rua 
E sonho com seu sorriso de pura satisfacdo 
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Vida longa essa de viver todos os dias 

Suspirando na janela, esperando o proximo grande amor 

Trabalhando de nove a cinco por uma miséria 

De aguardo ao mistico para que se torne algo mais 

Para que a saida valha a pena, para que se conheca gente nova 

Para que no fim da noite alguém decente tire vocé para um canto, 
copo de gim em mAéos 

Diga que se veste bem, que é bonita de rosto; ofereca carona 

E uns beijos sejam paga o suficiente 


Amar da forma certa é um pouquinho mais rapido 

A vida é mais curta, os sorrisos sao mais longos 

Tem-se cor na pele palida e sensacdes inéditas 

E um histérico enorme de tentativas frustradas 

E uma reputacdo que se deixa pra tras com cada fim-de-semana 
que passa 

Amar mesmo, com dedo no cu e gritaria e a boca na torneira 
de chope 

Vomitar nas botas de quem estiver na frente 

Levantar a garrafa e brindar 4 morte iminente 

Dormir em qualquer sarjeta, abracados para aquecer 

E acordar no outro dia sem saber aonde esta, em completo 
arrependimento, 

E ver ao seu lado 0 garoto que pagou o boquete com dois pinos de 
cocaina na outra noite 


Amor 

Amor inconsequente 

Amar inconsequente 

Noite apos noite, sem nocao de futuro 

Amar dez, vinte, trinta 

Amar tudo o que se move pelo véu da embriaguez 
Amar como os animais 

Amar como se foi feita para amar 

Amar de uma vez por todas 

Amar com uma promiscuidade compulsiva 
Amar como Rosa 

Amar sendo grega em um mundo de barbaros 
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To become a (gang) member 


Dog gang comes to us friendly. Our friend out of breath, asthma attack, 
desperately digging around the backpack for a bottle of water. They lick 
our hands asking for pets, the tails moving around frantically. One of them 
jumps on her, sat at the sidewalk recovering, licks her face. That terrible 
moment of despair turns heartwarming with the playful spirit of some stray 
dogs. 

We still need to walk a few blocks to get her somewhere more comfort- 
able and, to our surprise, they wouldn’t stay put as we asked or stray away 
to their business, despite understanding we could not give them anymore 
attention. So they begin to silently escort us. 

There were five dogs in formation around us. The small caramel one 
stayed back, while the two white ones protected the left and the right. The 
black one was surely the leader, staying upfront, always keeping the chin up 
and looking straight forward, sometimes over the shoulder to make sure we 
were still walking — beside him was his right hand: a big caramel dog twice 
his size, with a heart just as big. They accompanied us until we reached our 
destination, and we said our thanks with the best pets and scratches. Sadly, 
that was also a goodbye, and it hurt to see how hard they tried to come in 
with us. But the door closed, and it was now on all of us to forget. 

After some nice hot tea, came up the topic of me getting home. My 
building, though, was still five miles away and I had to get there until dawn. 

“Are you sure you don’t want an Uber? You’re still pretty fucked up.” 
Goo asks. 

“I have legs, don’t I? god gave me these to save money, sweetie.” I 
respond, making my way to the front door. 

Outside I find three of the dogs curled up together in the cold porch. 
King, the black dog, comes to me as soon as the door opens, licks my 
hands, his eyes begging for attention. Then comes Coffey, big caramel boy, 
to occupy my left hand. Finally Wee Man, the smallest caramel dog, tries to 
approach me and is harshly reprimanded by King. I giggle at that simplistic 
form of military hierarchy and start walking, — they come right behind. 
There’s a long way up ahead. 


Tonight I learned more about dogs than at any other time in my life. 
Those three new-found friends accepted me into their gang so easily, for 
nothing but a simple gesture of true care, and just like that began to treat 
me with immense loyalty. If I turned right they would turn right, if I 
turned left they would just as well. When walking through dark alleys they 
would come closer; if anybody came near me would be received with 
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growls and angry barks of warning. I felt secure with them, their simple 
logic of affection affecting me deeply, making me rethink my own ways, — 
later on, — recognize in myself and others a kind of quality so simplistic, so 
animalistic, of uncomplicated acceptance of our own necessities, of our 
own desires. It was then, inebriated at the beginning of a hangover, that I 
fully understood how close the human is to the animal. So I stopped, 
crouched down and pet them a little more. 


After a while, I noticed Wee Man was gone. The little one, constantly 
abused by King, probably just got fed up and walked away. Now we were 
only three, and going through the last dangerous street before my apart 
ment: a slope, going up a couple hundred meters. That was the home of 
another gang of stray dogs, known to me, we were also friends, but not to 
King and Coffey. By now we were really far from their turf, from the part 
of the city under King’s rule, and at the foot of the slope, from the dark- 
ness under a broken lamppost, came a dog growling ferocious. That was 
Bundy, the Pussy Slayer, a much docile buddy that loved to follow me to 
the park and play, and that now had killer eyes threatening my life, coming 
closer slowly, waiting for an onrush. That’s when King jumped in front of 
me and started barking, then came Coffey, that would bark even louder, 
and four other dogs from Bundy’s gang came from the shadows and started 
barking too. Sneakily I moved, carefully, out of that fight. King came with 
me and we ran while Coffey handled the five dogs by himself. At the top of 
the slope we were safe, but King stayed alert, looking back into the dark- 
ness where we could only hear the loud noisy mess of a dog fight. 

For long we waited, but no signs of Coffey. King lowered down his tail 
and started walking. I followed him, still worried about our friend caught 
trapped at the wrong neighborhood, but to my surprise the loud noise of 
long claws hitting the asphalt came to ear. At the corner turned Coffey, 
running, Bundy stayed behind at the top of the slope, clearly stating none 
of us were welcome there ever again. He had somewhat of a smile on his 
face, that lovely giant caramel bastard, and I received him with open arms, 
thanking his bravery. King on the other hand stayed serious, worried about 
the future, about the way back home, and I realized that I was in no place 
for comforting him. What would happen at the end of our journey? I 
could not just take them with me. I already had to suck dick to keep my 
small housecat, imagine two adult stray dogs. 

The rest of the way was very somber. Not because of more broken lamp- 
posts, or dark alleys, but because I knew how hard it would be to leave 
them behind. Imagining them curled up outside in the cold, waiting for 
me to come back, only to get kicked out in the morning by the concierge. 
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But there’s nothing I could do to help. Already have way too many 
problems to worry about, right? Real life is not so adventurous everyday, 
and my shitty apartment doesn’t have what the streets can give them, I’m 
sure. There’s nothing I could do, nothing I could’ve done. When the door 
closed it was final, we were much too different, and now it was on all of us 
to forget. 


KKEKK 
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Love scene 


A love scene like you and me under the gaze of the first twinkling stars. 
The colossal ball of fire setting down to the other side, pushed by the 
pizzazz of a white parasite. Sat on the grass, we’re holding hands, our 
bicycles lay behind us. I’m taller than you, so you almost never catch me 
looking at your spontaneous smile, of inner peace in connection to nature, 
sometimes of childish happiness for acknowledging in me the idea of a 
perfect partner. Looking at you I see everything I’ve ever wanted to be, and 
all that’s perfect and beautiful about life. Looking at you my heart can’t 
stop professing the love from within. 

You turn your head and see my relucent gaze, you see the setting sun 
reflect on my eyes and I see the same on yours, but with somewhat more of 
a flair. It’s your heart pumping fast, your pupils dilating, and my face as 
two exact clones of mine coming out from inside you. It’s a love scene, so 
we obviously kiss and I surf the waves of raw emotion radiating off you. My 
kiss is me sailing to the infinite ahead, chasing a star with your name on it, 
in a ghost ship of dying deckhands and an immortal fiend of a captain, 
grinning at the promised prize they’ll never get. You are the blue ceiling 
and the blue floor and the invisible force blowing the sail. You are the 
waves and the star and the prize. You are the testament I wrote and signed, 
and brought end to my life. You push me down and crawl on top of me, 
with white teeth smiling big in your eyes. You smile before kissing my nose, 
and it smells like the apple I gave you earlier. You kiss my forehead and my 
eyebrows, you kiss my eye and under it, you kiss my cheek and bite my ear, 
knowing that I’m ticklish, knowing it will give you as many chuckles as you 
want. And then you kiss my lips again, closed eyes, driving us down the 
rainbow road. 

Like an animal, you love nothing like you look. Your tongue penetrating 
my mouth and sucking my soul dry. I feel numb underneath you. I feel 
amazing when your nails dig deep on my neck, making their way down to 
my chest, leaving a pinkish trail behind. You take advantage of me, with an 
abnormal kind of strength no one could tell you have, and I feel so little 
like this, pinned down to the ground, under the best sky one can find in 
this town. You turn me into you, like you have that power. You make me 
feel helpless and fearful, you make me forget that I could kill you right now, 
and you force me to extremes we both find endearing. Your hand on my 
crotch, you press your pointy teeth against my lower lip until it bleeds, 
until a tear rolls out my eye. You take a moment to swallow the blood 
mixed with your saliva, and whisper inside my mouth a warning. You tell 
me to keep quiet, you tell me there’s snipers to the west, you tell me you 
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won't go any deeper, you tell me you’re enjoying this way too much. You 
whisper a thank you inside my — spontaneous — smile, and I’m so glad you 
liked your late Valentine’s Day surprise. You start kissing me again with a 
taste of innuendo; hands up and down my torso, memorizing my shape as 
the tongue retreats and the lips close in a last smooch for good luck. You 
lay down beside me, cross your fingers with mine, and we enjoy that mo- 
ment of a love scene, — cooling down to the night breeze, laying on dead 
grass, our bicycles a few steps north and the leaves rustling in a little dance 
for the final act. 

After a few minutes you dig inside my pocket for a switchblade, gets up 
and help me to the nearest tree, says not to look. There you carve our 
initials and a random date, before hugging me from behind, touching 
where it still hurts. You say you love me, then say thanks one more time. 
My eyes water witnessing your eternal statement, and I hold your hands, 
playing with your fingers. 

It’s a love scene. A beautiful love scene of you and me under the moon- 


light. 


KREKK 
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Déja vu 


Today I bumped shoulders with this girl on the street. She had nothing 
of muse, nothing ethereal, just a little something here and there of 
alternative. My eyes were quickly drawn to the turtleneck under a short but 
beautiful string of pearls. There was also a pair of Ray-Ban Caravans laying 
on top of her head, like the ones I had once gifted a dear friend of mine 
many years ago. Her clothes were all pristine black, and her face carried a 
kind of smuggish decisiveness not necessarily unlikable, but deeply 
respectable. Something not even her short stature, or the way she walked 
waddly like a penguin, could take away. In fact, her presence was of a 
giant’s, and the mere sight of her was enough to take my breath away. 
That’s why we bumped shoulders; I got lost in her; though none of us 
seemed to mind. 

“Sorry” 

“No problem” 

“Have a good day” 

She smiled then, but more than cordially. She smiled like when you meet 
an old friend, despite the triviality of our interaction and how rapid and 
easy it was for us to part ways. She looked at me and I looked back at her 
and there was a kind of ideal communication, impossible to decipher in 
real life logic, before the cordiality took place, and I watched her back as 
she walked away. 

Later on, thinking about the face that, now, after digestion, felt so 
familiar, I began to dig deep within the grave of my memories, and in so 
many occasions now I could point out those eyes, looking straight into 
mine, while I also looked their way. Soon, many moments of bumping 
shoulders were relived, and in all of them there she was, with her giantlike, 
preeminent presence, smiling at me. I saw her in parks, in drugstores, in 
house shows all over the country; I saw her at my building’s stairs, I saw 
her at my favorite bistro, I saw her smoking weed in a parking lot, and 
buying carrots at the farmer’s market. I saw her everywhere and everywhen 
in most meaningful instances of my time on Earth. Her face started 
blending with other people’s faces, and it wasn’t long until I lost the image 
of her original, physical form. She became concept, the idea of beauty and 
independence, and beauty in independence. Like a giantess, like a huntress, 
an amazon, a goddess. She was everyone and every thing that reminded me 
of her. She was both Artemis and Minerva, both Kim Gordon and Sua 
Yoo, both Lauren Gerig and Mme. du Beauvoir. She was every person I 
looked up to, and the only valuable gem inside the treasure of my person. 


79 


She was all. Not a star, but the infinite sky. Not creator, but reality — and 
everything else I made her up to be. 

But then something else came up, woke me out of the stupor, and when 
I tried to come back she simply wasn’t there anymore; god went back into 
his little hole, and became nothing but a faceless stranger I bumped into. 


KRKKKK 
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Part Il 
Wayne's ramblings 
and computer stuff 


Today 


It started off early last week. Some dunce developer for a client’s practice 
software released, by far, the worst update ever to the masses. In the past, 
we could at least advise the client to just ignore the bad update and wait for it 
to be fixed, but now the updates are a requirement. | learned through the 
routine call that they needed me to check out each PC to ensure the update 
applied and, for some reason, only certain computers would require Admin 
rights to install updates. The update process went just fine, but for some 
reason the app isn’t scaling the screen correctly. It didn’t make sense, but 
every single PC did this, so there was no doubt in my mind it had to be the 
update causing the issue. 


Time to hit up my pals at tech support. | only contact them as a last resort 
given how terribly slow they are, and of course there’s no reply for days. 
Finally, on a Saturday, | get a response. They goofed big time, worse than | 
already knew, but were generous enough in the write up to provide fixes for 
each problem, well, except for the obvious elephant in the room: It was still 
trying to show this gigantic app on a tiny PC screen and it just wasn’t working 
for them. Wanna know their solution? Buy a bigger monitor. Not even kidding. 
Luckily, this client is no stranger to buying stuff on a whim so it wasn’t a huge 
deal, | already had problems with these software guys blowing me off in the 
past for the dumbest reasons. Once, | had them walk me through setting up a 
new PC and they refused to continue if it didn’t meet the minimum 
requirements. Fair enough, but what were they, you may ask? A 6th gen 15, 
SSD and Windows 10, all for a bloated mess of a Ul put on top of aDOS 
application. Do these guys realize that most people these days are easily 
rocking 10 year old computers? Not to mention, if this app was coded halfway 
decent, it could easily run on the crappiest hardware. Well, enough with the 
tangent, time to play tech support since they closed my ticket without my 
consent anyways. 


| was super busy with other things throughout this troublesome week, but the 
flood of minor nitpicks continued. We decided to make a laundry list instead of 
just remotely attempting duct tape fixes. Now onto today. | came in expecting 
to have a lot to do, and that wasn’t an exaggeration. Plenty of “while you're 
here’s to go around, but I’ve already come to expect this and was happy to 
oblige. This client had three locations, so | quickly continued to the second, 
fully expecting to race the clock in getting all this done in time. Second 
location was dead, so | could do my thing without people breathing down my 
neck. Though this time... | kinda wanted it. 


I'd just gotten assigned a company car, so this was the first time | showed up 
at this client’s place in my nerd-mobile, rather than my sexy pickup the boss 
insisted over and over that | should sell to him. | got out, expecting to say hi to 
the same fellas | had seen on a regular basis just a few months back, but no, 
they were all gone. | was aware this place had experienced a few changes, 
but | was not prepared to learn that the office assistant had gotten super cute 
overnight. Last | saw her, she was a new hire at the main location where she 
blended in quite a bit, though | always kinda had my eye on her. At the time, | 
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could’ve easily pawned it off as “oh, yeah, we probably went to school 
together’, but now it was just the two of us, and stuff was about to get real. 


| walk inside to spot a very sick Point of Sale PC which she had attempted to 
fix for me. Before | could say anything, she shows me her surprisingly spot-on 
diagnosis, notating every step taken without overstepping her boundaries. As 
usual, a broken computer is an easy punching bag for insults, and she 
actually beat me to the punch in airing out her frustrations with it. | hadn’t said 
more than a sentence and she had completed the first steps for me in full, 
jokes included. The more | worked on the computer, the more impressed | 
was with her as a person. Her small talk was engaging though | hardly 
remember what was actually said, too focused | was on the cuteness of her 
summer getup. As time went on, she kept getting phone calls, but would make 
sure to stop by every few minutes to check on me. Me being me, | got too in 
the zone to really have much to say, and she eventually decided to go 
elsewhere. “Sorry, I'll let you get to work.” | sure wish | had a smooth one liner 
to keep her over there, but | didn’t. She just played on her phone the rest of 
my time there, so that’s all it would’ve taken. 


The diagnosis on the computer? It not only had this terrible update, but 
Windows was broken beyond repair. It was ready to be retired anyways. The 
boss opted that we just pick up a replacement locally instead of ordering one, 
which was fine by me. She suggests that | keep her updated about the new 
computer via text, and | barely find a natural way to accept. It’s been a few 
days now since all that went down, and here | am with her cell phone number. 
Will | do anything with it? Probably not. | wouldn't dare risk her boss 
intercepting my personal number to call me on weekends. | guess | just need 
more excuses to show up at her place now. 


REKKE 
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Evenings with the Sales Guy 


You know... sometimes | wonder: am | a tech guy, or a sales guy? It’s a 
regular thought that crosses my mind, personally, for with age and experience 
I've come to grow in both areas in very specific ways. But let me give some 
context. 


| pursued a degree in Computer Science, eventually moving to Computer 
Information Systems. That’s great and all and | even got a job in the field, but | 
have noticed a gradual shift in my work flow over time. For one, | decided to 
not be a complete hermit in leaving the programming gig. Instead, I’m now 
convincing people to spend 50 dollars on basic hardware upgrades like my life 
depends on it. 


Although I’m somewhat comfortable with people these days, | feel like | have 
to spend more time convincing them of things rather than actually working on 
computers. The end goal? | just want people to see what I’m envisioning, 
which is almost always impossible to portray to the average person. And I'd 
argue this isn’t limited to just my work life either. You don’t know how many 
times | have felt that | had the most genius of an idea or a worthwhile 
discussion topic, only to not get a single response; maybe a pity response for 
good measure; literally one of several reasons | got off social media. Our 
attention span as a whole have gotten shorter as a result of social media 
consumption. Twitter’s character limit; Vine, then eventually TikTok perfected 
the short video format, etc.; It leaves us with such little room to actually think, 
to process what we just saw, to ask questions, to call out someone’s bluff. No, 
we would rather continue to let the Al behind these apps feed us the info that 
makes us feel we are right. If not that, we just give in and start to go with the 
crowd anyways because they won’t shut up that we are different. This is 
where people like myself have to turn themselves into salesmen. The product? 
An invitation to think. 


Like a traditional salesman, it’s a tough job. People slam the door in my face, 
they ignore me, they don’t take me seriously no matter the subject. Even a 
simple gesture of genuine concern is enough to be unfittingly labeled. That’s 
where the loud, ultra friendly salesman comes in: He’s the only way | can get 
a lick of credit in what I’m saying. People will eat it up. “Wow, he’s such a 
smart and talented young man’; “Such an old soul”; “You should sell cars”. It’s 
all for nothing. They see it as a cute trick. They get impressed by the sales 
pitch, but if the product isn’t sold right then and there, it never gets sold. No 
wonder sleazy salesman make the push for a same-day transaction so much. 
It would be one thing to be taken seriously, regardless of the context, but it 
would also be another to hear someone actually asking good questions. 
Someone who can discuss the same topic for more than a few minutes. 
Someone who can look past the dozens of stigmas associated with first 
impressions. Let me know if you find them. 


REKKRE 
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Summer Camp 


Remember as a kid when school would be out for summer and you’d be so 
excited for all the fun it would bring? That was never me. While most kids got 
to hang at home and play video games all day, | had to go to day care. | didn’t 
have any older siblings or other family willing to watch me, so day care was a 
staple for me literally every summer until | was of age to stay home alone. I’d 
have done anything to get away from it at that time, even if it was just for a 
few days. One year, | actually succeeded in my attempts. All | had to do was 
lie to a local radio station. 


It started off humble enough. A local radio station offered free tickets to the 
area’s sickest summer camp, for any kid who could write an essay about why 
they wanted to go. My mom, an avid listener, decided to get me started on 
making my entry. She knew | was halfway decent at writing, and more than 
willing to find ways to escape day care. My school actually had partnered with 
this camp before. They let all of us students stay overnight for a night just to 
get an idea of what the experience was like, so | already knew how great it 
would be if | won this contest. How cool would it be to get to go again for an 
entire week? I'd like... zip line super high up in the mountains, shoot bows and 
stuff, someone would get brutally injured, the kind of stuff a 5th grade boy 
would find entertaining. And that’s what went through my head as | 
brainstormed ideas on how to answer the very basic question used as prompt: 
“Why do you want to go to this camp?” 


Given that | had just been turned down for the quite sad writing team at school 
months earlier, the odds weren’t looking too good. What could | say that 
sounds smart and mature? Oh, yeah! Just say how this camp will somehow 
make me a better person. That’s really grown up sounding. | don’t remember 
much about what | actually wrote, but mom gave it her approval so | patted 
myself on the back about it as she faxed it in. 


Days later my mom announces that me and of course my low-key crush, who 
also was denied the team, had won — I'd like to see the real writing team at 
school make better entries than ours. We make the plans for me to go for that 
week and here’s where things get interesting. The moment we arrived at the 
site | realized something: the nice campsite we had stayed at for the school 
trip was the staff campsite. Ours was quite sad in comparison. We weren't 
even allowed to have our GameBoys to just be antisocial in our down time. It 
was a regular building, but it very much felt like a bunker for soldiers, 
complete with the stupid shop lights that will only turn off at 11PM 
automatically and on at 5AM whether we liked it or not. This was also my first 
time around enough other boys to graduate from the ol’ reliable tighty whities 
to boxers. My mom insisted on the switch as we gathered stuff for my trip, and 
her intuition was correct. A boy became a man that week. 


As expected, we were separated into groups, keeping the boys and the girls 
separate. This made for a total of probably 5 or 6 groups for each. Sadly no 
chance of seeing my crush, unless we happened to see each other at lunch or 
something. Also, of course | get the terrible group that would never freaking 
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sleep. It was a continuous cycle of random, middle of the night pranks or 
pillow fights. This man truly felt like he was surrounded by boys as he angrily 
tried to sleep each night while that was taking place. It even got to the point 
where a counselor was assigned to just watch us like animals towards the end. 
The next few days weren’t very noteworthy. The dumb pillow fights attempted 
to persist until staff guy would wake up, but that was about it. Admittedly, the 
rest of the details are pretty blurry for me until the end of the week, though | 

do recall buying a ton of candy with the 50 bucks my grandma slipped me 
despite the staff saying not to. Dehydration was the last thing on my mind, | 
just wanted to have a good time. 


Come Friday, the schedule was looking dope: archery, shooting, lots of 
games. As we all woke up at 5AM because of the stupid shop lights, my group 
couldn't help but be in an energetic mood. It was gonna be the big finale after 
all. But as we prepared to walk out for the day, the staff guy who was very 
much tired of us decides that after breakfast was the time to have a group 
therapy session to discuss our grievances. Why!? | should’ve been personally 
excused from the actions of these ignorant children. That didn’t matter to him 
though, regardless of how much | pouted. Instead of doing literally everything 
that was promised to us to look forward to, my group missed the entirety of 
Friday’s activities to vent our frustrations and try to come to a clean resolution 
of our differences. Annoyingly, it was very much this stupid kid named Julien 
who was the problem. | can still picture his punchable face. He literally was 
the reason 90% of the chaos in our group ensued, and we very much knew 
that as a group since we all gave him that look when it was his turn to talk. Of 
course when it was my turn | really didn’t have anything to say, too busy | was 
being annoyed at this entire thing to care about bonding. We were 5th graders 
who would probably never see each other ever again after this. | still fail to 
see the point of the staff making us do that. 


The group session ended with a group hug which literally nobody enjoyed, 
and finally we were off to get at least a glimpse of the fun we were promised. | 
just got to do one round of archery before it was time to leave for the 
“personal development” time. At least | got to say hi to my crush for the 15 
minutes we spent over there. The next activity was where | wanted to lose it: It 
was a “group bonding” session. The entire thing was stupid. Everyone in my 
group was rightfully tired of seeing each other, and of course Julien screwed 
up everything. He was too good at that. | don’t know how | kept my cool. | kept 
telling myself that this place was better than day care, but the more | thought 
about it, the less true it was. To top off the suckiness even more, they ended 
the team bonding exercises with a long and boring speech about teamwork. 
My only serving grace at that point was the kid next to me who snuck in his 
GameBoy. Watching him play some Narnia game was probably the most 
entertainment | got out of that entire week, which at least furthered my 
appreciation for day care. | was a terrible liar as a kid, so | never told anyone 
about my experience there. How could | possibly say, with a straight face, that 
| had fun after all? 


KREKK 
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Computer memories 


Like many kids, | grew up with the cool uncle. You know the type. He’s always 
got the sickest new toys: a Playstation, a dope PC that could run Doom, the 
works. What made him even cooler? The moment he grew tired of one of his 
toys, | knew what | was gonna get for my birthday that year. One year in 
particular, he decided he wanted to put all his virtual eggs into one basket: the 
PC master race. Windows XP had just released, and the future looked super 
bright for the hottest new games. For me, that meant | could finally play Doom 
on the old PC he was inevitably going to hand down to me. | was ecstatic. | 
had no idea what a computer was, how it worked, or how to type, but that 
didn’t matter. It was mine. 


My uncle, being the cheeky guy he was, had wiped the PC clean but left me 
with all the install disks | would need to get going. He’d gotten some kinda 
virus that pushed him to getting a new PC instead of fixing it so that’s 
understandable. Why not make this a learning moment? | imagine him 
chuckling to himself as he nuked the hard drive before driving over to my 
house. “It’s got all you need. Have fun”. | was 8, but | was determined. | even 
kicked out my friends who were going to hang around after the party. | was on 
a mission. My first chore was sorting through my uncle’s extremely 
unorganized floppy case. Almost all of them were crudely made copies of 
popular games from a few years back. It was an event just to see an authentic 
one in the mix, and not labeled in German with Sharpie. Finally, | found it: a 
Windows 95 installer! Disk 1 of... 13. My heart sank. No way all 13 of them 
were in this case. That alone ruined any sort of enthusiasm in seeing this 
computer through. It ended up sitting there for a good year or two until my 
uncle was cleaning out his garage and found the box for the installer. My 
excitement was through the roof. 


As | rushed home that afternoon, | began the install process like a pro. 
Nothing was stopping me. Not even the 13 times | had to swap floppies. | was 
gonna play some Doom, darn it. Hours later, | was finally greeted to that 
beautiful startup sound. | had done it. It was old, but it was mine and it 
worked.To my surprise, | SUCKED at Doom. It instantly lost its appeal for 10 
year old me. It was one of those things where you feel so grown up getting to 
watch a PG13 movie, only to choose the worst movie ever. Such a 
disappointment. | also think the tech had just advanced that much in this short 
time that it no longer felt cutting edge to me. The PlayStation was getting 
dusty at my uncle’s place and it still felt like it was quite the step up for me 
compared to the blocky graphics this PC put out. | wondered if maybe it was 
the lack of that amazing Voodoo card my uncle was so proud of. Later on, I’d 
realize that was the case. He had stolen the card from that computer before 
handing it off to me to recoup some of the costs of the new one. Anything 3D 
was pretty much completely off the table. Software rendering was the only 
alternative, and it was painful. | wouldn't wish that on anyone, but it was all | 
had and used for years. 


My parents did have internet at the time. Quite surprising considering how dad 
found cable to be a rip off. Although many will tell you that it was their 
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gateway to cool blogs or chatrooms at the time, the internet made for my first 
exposure to piracy and the concept blew my mind. Free stuff in digital form? | 
didn’t have to go to the store for my games or music ever again. It would just 
take weeks to get the freebies, but it was worth it for a broke kid. Though of 
course, in those days the internet was absolutely a Wild West. I’d look for this 
illusive leaked Metallica aloum and for every legit download that existed, there 
were 10 fakes with viruses that looked just like it. It sure did make for a fun 
project to get rid of the viruses, which started to become a pretty regular 
occurrence given | was 10 and on the internet without supervision. If | told 
mom the computer had a virus, | was done, so it was up to me to fix things. 
She would probably find a reason to make me grounded if she learned that | 
broke that computer that was generously gifted to me. In hindsight, | think it 
shows how little she knew about them. | realize now that | could’ve just wiped 
and started over, but to her, we would've had to throw the thing out. It was 
infected. With this in mind, we can cringe together at what I’m about to tell you 
on how | officially broke the computer | cherished so much. 


It was an average Saturday. | fired up the computer and felt like playing some 
Unreal Tournament. I'd finally built up the courage to upgrade this PC and it 
was quite the show piece in my humble opinion. | hop into a game, all is well, | 
start up a chat with another player. Unreal was a few years old, but it was still 
cutting edge stuff to someone like me. | wasn’t quite satisfied with the frame 
rate and | told him about it. His suggestion? Go to System32 and delete. 
Apparently that’s some kinda cache that bogs down Windows pretty bad, so 
I'll get better frames. Excellent idea! A few forums even backed it up. | had no 
doubts in mind that was going to be the miracle fix. Deleted. Turn off the PC 
for the day. 


A couple days go by and | sit down to hang with my well-acquainted 
computer-friend. Only, he isn’t starting. | just get this scary blue screen with 
words | don’t understand. Ok, turn off, turn on. Nope. One more time, same 
thing. Nothing. | went into a panic. I’d just started doing school stuff on it with 
a pirated copy of Word. Maybe that was the culprit? Yup, that had to be it in 
my mind. | was hacked. This time, | didn’t even have my uncle to bail me out 
with free tech support. He had moved back to Germany. How am | gonna 
explain this to my mom? She had just started borrowing my computer every 
once in a while to check the e-mail and now that was also gone. It was not a 
matter of if she finds out, but when, and boy was she gonna be mad when she 
learns her e-mail died with the computer. | call up my local nerd for some 
advice. If any 11 year old was going to know what to do, it was gonna be this 
kid. He looks at it, fires it up, and... it’s a goner. The diagnosis: “The hard 
drive was infected by the virus which told it to stop working”. My computer had 
the most deadly disease and it was all my fault. 


Instead of telling mom, | improvise. Why not sell her on getting a new 
computer? That one was old at this point anyways. After all, she knew | did 
school work on it so it wasn’t just a toy. It was in my mind, but she didn’t have 
to know that. She says that’s an excellent idea. After all, she needed the best 
in e-mail checking technology. She says she will buy herself a new one and | 
can keep what | have for my school stuff. | could just borrow hers if | need to. 
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Swell idea, mom... as | die inside. There was only one way out of hiding my 
screw up at this point. The computer had to die. She couldn’t see that virus. 


In my crafty mind, the master plan was simple. Move my computer from my 
upstairs bedroom to the downstairs computer room and “accidentally” drop it 
while going down the stairs. Absolute genius. | make my journey to put this 
guy out of his misery. Poor thing had a long and fulfilling life at least. | give it 
my last goodbyes and start to head downstairs. But as | start to literally throw 
the computer, | realize: this thing is heavy. Really heavy. What do you know, 
seconds later, it slips out of my weakling kid arms, right onto my foot, and 
tumbling down the stairs. Mission Accomplished? Yes and no. The computer 
was Officially broken, but so was my foot. 


Dad tended to my screams in pain while my mom was absolutely devastated 
that she could never see her precious baking club newsletter ever again. | 
ended up with the standard treatment for a broken foot. The stupid little cart 
thing and a cast. | couldn’t even go to my room for months because | was 
apparently too grown to be carried up the stairs. Mom’s computer was pretty 
sick though, at least. | just couldn’t do anything remotely fun on it. | didn’t get 
another computer for probably 5 years or so, when | eventually decided that | 
should really invest in one as a tool, and at that point, it was nothing like what 
| remembered. Things were easy. | was using Broadband internet so music 
would download in an hour or so. My computer far exceeded the requirements 
for XP at that point. It was great to see progress, but also saddening at the 
same time | will never get to see that computer again. Dad trashed it in anger 
that | screwed up so bad on that painful day. Oh well. To say | started my 
career in computers from humble beginnings is an overstatement. That era in 
technology was truly a golden era in my opinion. 


RREKKE 
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Mental health 


In my experience, one of the hottest topics of the last 10 years has been 
mental health. You’re probably familiar with how much we have decided to 
take it seriously in just the last decade or so, and it’s a good thing that people 
are finally comfortable in sharing their feelings. Just comparing to my 
childhood, it seems there were huge advancements. As a kid, all | was told 
was don't get arrested, the golden rule, the basics. The problem is that these 
guidelines weren’t accounting for the dozens of internet interactions we make 
on a daily basis. The golden rule means nothing to trolls because they don’t 
have to face their victims, for example. By extension, it seems that lots of 
people are depressed these days because at times, those negative online 
interactions are their only interactions, making it easy to twist their emotions 
into feelings of inadequacy. So | totally get how depression can be on the rise 
today as a result. 


This is the part where you expect me to say | get it because I’ve had my share 
of depression, but honestly, these days I’ve been questioning even if | have 
ever been “depressed”. Sad? Sure. Stressed? Absolutely. But never 
depressed, though. What has made me realize this is my struggle with 
headaches that I’ve dealt with for probably a year now. It was around then 
that work started picking up pace, and | was easily working more than the 8 
hours | should just to meet proper deadlines. | rarely ever utilized my lunches, 
opting to drink more energy drinks to keep myself moving. You know, I’m very 
much a workaholic, and sometimes | hate that. Anyways, | noticed at one 
point that it was almost a consistent thing that regardless of what | did that 
day, | would get a 2PM headache, seemingly on the dot. It would be just 
painful enough for me to feel it, but | would just tough it out since | still had 
deadlines to meet. A soda or two would typically numb it just enough to keep 
going on the worst days, so | didn’t give it too much thought. | literally dealt 
with this daily until about two months ago, when | woke up to feeling like 
absolute death.| couldn’t breathe, and there was nothing | could do about it. 
Those super deep breaths the doctor asks you to take just to check your 
lungs were the only way | could get a fulfilling inhale, and the headache was 
in full swing too. My head felt like when your GameBoy is dying but you don’t 
have batteries to refresh it, so you just pull out the ones you have and put 
them back for a couple more minutes of play. I’d have this mental static in my 
thinking and my vision, take a 15 minute breather (if you could even call it 
that), then be good for another few minutes. It was a miserable cycle to be in 
while | waited for the local urgent care to open. | was literally helpless until 
then. 


Urgent care finally opens, and | bust down the door to be helped as soon as 
possible. But of course, despite being there at 10 exactly, 3 other people had 
the same idea and | had to wait in that waiting room with nothing on my mind 
but how | was feeling. And | hadn’t even thought about telling work that | was 
feeling bad. Being the workaholic | am, that’s when | knew there was a 
serious problem. Every time my phone chimed | wanted to flip out. | just 
wanted to be left alone. So it was terrible time for the family group chat to be 
having a field day about pointless baby stuff. By the time the doctor called me 
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in, | finally noticed that work was asking where | went. | only responded to the 
boss and put my phone on silent. The last thing | wanted was to hear another 
ding. 


| waited in the room | was assigned for easily another hour, just on edge. | 
was expecting the doctor to find a way to blame covid and toss me out the 
door. | played it in my head how | would have a public meltdown if they 
couldn’t help me. | was in so much pain and was prepared to do anything to 
fix it. The doctor shows up and is a sweet little Asian lady. Too bad | could 
barely understand her. Lots of nodding my head ensued as she rambled on 
and on and on. We finally got down to business. | felt awful, and you know 
what she told me? It was an anxiety attack. Given that a medical professional 
was telling me this, | didn’t argue with it, but did respectfully ask a few 
questions just to see if maybe the changes in the air this time of year was to 
blame. | recalled how when | do have allergies they come in miserable bursts, 
it's never just spread out, and the misery is cranked to 10 for just a few hours 
and I’m okay after. With probably 30 minutes of discussing things, my take 
away was that | didn’t see myself as a stressed or depressed person, but | 
wasn't going to rule out that maybe | was, subconsciously. She sends me off 
with some pretty basic allergy meds and a pill for calming my nerves. The 
doctor insisted that the pill is not a narcotic, it was just intended to calm my 
nerves, and | should see how | do with it before we go into the narcotics world. 
Great. A legally prescribed gateway drug and some OTC meds that will cost 
me a fortune. | thank her and go to get my prescription. 


| was given two antibiotics to clean out my lungs, the allergy meds, an inhaler, 
and whatever those pills were called for my head. My first thoughts were 
about what | expected. They didn’t do anything, —the inhaler was kinda nice, 
though— but that pill, once | took the second dose, made me realize 
something. | didn’t have the headaches anymore. In fact, | didn’t feel... 
anything. | had the kind of clarity | had as a little kid, before back pain and 
other everyday adult aches started popping up. It was magical, but came at 
the cost of needing a TON of caffeine to counter it. | was in a state like | had 
just woken up at 5AM and needed time to boot up, but it was a very 
reasonable trade-off for no longer having these headaches. | felt like myself 
again, just at the cost of dependence on several drugs. | had to keep a stream 
of these pills going. | was not going to go back to having these headaches 
ever again, so | scheduled an appointment with my regular doctor for around 
the time the first prescription was to run out. | felt like a druggie in even asking, 
but | was desperate for some kind of fix. 


The days leading up to my follow-up visit were interesting. I’d gotten used to 
being a bit loopy from the pills, but again, it was such a worthwhile trade. | 
even tried to go to that doctor early a couple times because | kept getting my 
days mixed up. Not a typical mishap of mine, but this was the price to pay for 
avoiding the horrific headaches. Finally, on the actual day of that checkup, | 
showed up and was greeted by a doctor who wasn’t my usual. | guess he 
wasn't available that day, but that didn’t matter to me. | knew why | was there 
and just played along until that pivotal moment where | could request a refill of 
those wonder pills. The nurse ran the usual tests and had me sit in a room to 
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wait for the doctor. Minutes later, the nurse came back and asked me why | 
was there, so | explained my situation. | just had these unexplained 
headaches that | knew at least these pills were helping alleviate. Without 
skipping a beat, she added a couple of questionnaires about depression and 
anxiety that | was happy to fill out and prove her wrong on. My highest score 
on them was a 3 out of 10, which was not even close to the 6 minimum that 
indicated there was a problem. The doctor reviews my papers and, without 
skipping a beat, gives me a spill about... you guessed it, anxiety. | sat there 
patiently as she talked about the different pills, how my life matters, the works. 
| tried so hard to have an opportunity to butt in, but this chick was on fire. I’m 
pretty sure that would’ve cured my hypothetical depression in itself with how 
long she went on about it. My response was “I think it’s just allergies”. Luckily, 
she was cool and just got right to business on why | think so. Nothing 
disproved that allergies were not the culprit, but the same could be said for 
anxiety, leaving her still ready to pounce with the expensive narcotics pitch. | 
eventually changed the subject by explaining how these life changing pain 
relievers would be the ideal temporary fix in calming my allergies and “my 
nerves”, which she was happy to oblige with a refill on. | left with yet another 
prescription for a gateway drug and no answers to a long term solution. Oh, 
yeah, and a bill that they sent to my mom that was nearly overdue by the time 
it arrived to her in the mail. That was also cool. 


The ending to this story is kind of ironic in how simply a solution was found. 
As | was getting accustomed to having a addiction, my grandma asked me 
about that doctor visit | alluded to before, and | filled her in. | then realized that 
| was indeed not crazy for standing firm that | literally just had allergies. | was 
pretty convinced it was anxiety since now two professionals had told me that’s 
the problem. Her recommended fix was an over-the-counter allergy pill 
intended to relieve head congestion, which she made me promise to try 
before continuing the pills. They were literally like 8 bucks for a month’s 
supply, and worked even better than the dangerous pain pills. | feel normal 
again, and so does my sister who was suffering from the same kind of 
headaches for just as long as | had. | now get why people are hesitant to start 
any kind of narcotics. Apparently, doctors hand them out like candy now and 
get even people who aren’t in need of it convinced they need these pills to 
feel better. Just going off the extremely out there dreams | had while on those 
pain meds, | really hope | never have to touch any hardcore pills like that 
again. It’s not a worthwhile trade. 


RREKKE 
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Motherboard 


Like many people, | remember 2021 pretty clearly as a time of uncertainty. 
Nobody knew what to do, and it was apparent that governments weren't going 
to step up in the ways they should’ve to help people through those tough 
times. Fortunately for me, | didn’t really feel much from the pandemic itself 
other than a whole lot of boredom. I’m very grateful that it did not affect my 
daily life as it did for so many other people, so don’t get me wrong in my 
intentions as | proceed to make pointless complaints. | just felt the need to 
reflect on them as a gateway to my gripes in building my first PC. 


The struggles begin around June of 2021. Working in tech, | thought it was so 
cool that | could get “insider pricing” and certain items that can’t just be bought 
at an average electronics store. Around this time, | started having PC fever 
just as hardcore as a soon to be mother waiting for her baby to be born. | 
regularly thought about how neat it would be to finally have the dopest rig 
around with a 3000 series Nvidia card, the cutting edge in SSDs, and a brand 
new 11th Gen Intel processor. Being the bargain shopper | am, | made a build 
on PC Part Picker, but | just couldn’t swallow the high price tag. That’s when | 
had the light bulb moment that | would just get my graphics card from one of 
our ultra exclusive business vendors. | found the card | wanted at the perfect 
price; a Geforce 3060TI for $650. This is a terrible price these days, by the 
way. At the time though, that price was unheard of, being the height of the 
cypto craze. | pounced on placing my order, expecting to wait just a few 
months. It wasn’t until November that | realized how delayed the card would 
be. Restock after restock showed up, left, then went to people who ordered 
before | did. At that point, | stayed faithful that it would arrive eventually and 
my amazing PC was just around the corner. A bit of disparity crossed my 
mind though, | will admit. I’d caught wind of how some people were buying 
pre-built PCs just to replace the graphics cards and it honestly made sense to 
do so when comparing to the prices of just a brand new graphics card. The 
sellers then had a brand new PC to offload for cheap, which was a golden 
opportunity for someone like me. Why spend $600 on a GPU when | could get 
an entire computer with a slightly older GPU for a couple hundred more 
dollars? Somehow, this lead me to probably the most common GPU hustle of 
2021. There were hundreds of listings on eBay for brand new Dell XPS 
computers that were missing graphics cards at super cheap prices. We’re 
talking under $500 for a pro grade PC that had the wrapping still on it. | 
eventually decided I’d bite. No way | could do a build that was cheaper than 
the $300 | paid for mine and the specs were pretty close to my hypothetical 
build. The only catch in my eyes was that my PC’s listing said it had a 512GB 
SSD but it came with 256GB of storage instead. | didn’t think this was that big 
of a deal, but | made sure to tell the seller who was super grateful. We even 
discussed a bit more about his hustle which was taking advantage of the 
shortage at the time. He had dozens of XPSs that he would put more common 
GPUs in to flip. This lead to my bold suggestion of paying the guy $400 for a 
Geforce 1080TI, one of the best cards that was actually obtainable on the 
market at that time. He agreed, and here | was with a complete build for $700 
during the ultimate chip shortage. | felt so cheeky. | got a brand new PC for 
super cheap and a competent GPU on top of it all. It wasn’t until | started 
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actually using the PC that things started falling apart, leaving me unable to 
use the computer I’d wanted SO badly for months upon months. 


If you followed gaming at all around that time, the hot game was Cyberpunk 
2077. It released in a terribly unfinished state, but most people agreed that the 
PC port was at least salvageable. Since at that time | couldn’t dream of finding 
an Xbox Series X at retail price, | definitely wanted to use that game as my 
first test for this new rig. | fire the game up and it looked beautiful for the few 
minutes it worked before my PC turned off. What gives? After a bit of research 
and talking to the seller of the PC about the issue, it turns out that the PC 
doesn’t meet the official power supply requirements for my graphics card. This 
meant that the computer was just shutting down to avoid frying itself in using 
that GPU. | worked with Dell on upgrade options and of course there were 
some, but only in India and for way too much money. That was when | knew | 
was screwed. | was stuck with a capable PC and a capable GPU that couldn't 
be used together and this game | looked forward to so much just sitting in the 
hard drive. It was at that point that | decided | would start a build. | had 
already done the hard part in finding a graphics card, after all. 


The build was a pretty easy process this time around. | was aware that with it 
being late 2021 that the next year’s chips were probably right around the 
corner, but what could be so much better about next year’s chips to justify the 
wait, right? | opted for an Intel Core i5, 32GB RAM, 1TB SSD, MSI 
motherboard, and my trusty graphics card. None of that RGB nonsense in the 
mix. I’m not about that life. There isn’t much to say about the build from there, 
actually. | ended up putting it together just fine and really enjoyed it. | did 
notice a couple of flaws in the board as | put it together, but was convinced | 
just wired it wrong somehow. They weren't important anyways... or so | 
thought. 


Finally, we jump to present day, around 3 months ago. | was already bummed 
out by how obsolete the 11th Gen processors felt compared to the 12th Gen 
with their efficiency cores and all that, only to find that my USB ports were not 
working. | did notice how | couldn't connect a device like a USB hard drive to 
the board in the past, but now, it’s kind of a big deal. The board was also 
getting close to the expiration of the one year warranty, so | decided to 
contact the manufacturer who was happy to have me send in the board for 
repairs... for 30 bucks and 30 days of being without it. | sighed, but decided to 
do it anyways. I'd finished Cyberpunk at that point, so the killer app | wanted 
to try so badly was already yesterday’s news for me. | shipped the board off 
and got a notification | was getting a replacement board instead. | was 
actually kind of glad to hear that. I'd be getting a brand new board that had 
one less year of use under its belt. | unbox the board to see that not only it 
wasn’t new, but the Wi-Fi card on it was just barely hanging on. In my mind, 
there was no way it would work, but | tried anyways, giving the benefit of the 
doubt. | was off work that day and excited to spend some time rebuilding my 
PC the correct way and playing some games. And | was ready to do just that, 
but noticed that Windows had replaced my 10 Pro license with a 10 Home 
license it found. Of course, the Wi-Fi didn’t work, nor the Bluetooth. No doubt 
this board was used, and | was not going to be content with that, so | 
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contacted support again and explained my situation. This guy seemed pretty 
chill at least, offering free shipment and an expedited return. Frustrated that | 
had already gone two months without a computer, | asked why | was getting a 
seemingly used board in the first place. The guy says that the warranty 
guarantees a working board, not a new board. Well, at the very least | did get 
the free shipping label, but the rest of his reassurances were lies. What was 
supposed to be 15 days at most according to the guy ended up being yet 
another month. | remained patient, though. These boards are professionally 
refurbished and | just got one that was damaged in shipping, right? | received 
the second board and was optimistic for the best. | told myself | just got a dud 
before. No way could | get yet another board with problems too. | rebuilt my 
PC and all was fine and dandy except that it wouldn't boot to Windows. I’ve 
had this happen before where the board either doesn’t automatically boot to a 
new drive, or the drive is just not seated properly. Half an hour of messing 
with it told me otherwise. The M.2 slot was bad, but at least the other one was 
still working. At this point, | wasn’t prepared to go yet another month without a 
computer so | took the loss and put my fancy M.2 in the slower slot that did 
work. | wanted to go full Karen mode on someone about this whole situation 
but the only way | can reach MSI is through a stupid chat bubble. Each time | 
reached out for updates on the board, it was nothing but ignorance. One guy 
gave me a fake tracking number to appease me while another said “I’m sorry 
to hear that” the moment | started voicing my frustrations before ending the 
chat. This whole thing could’ve been resolved with just sending me a NEW 
board, but you know how sucky customer support is with most tech 
companies. | was fortunate that the people | was talking to were seemingly in 
the same country as me. 


The moral of the story is a short one. | was dumb for building my PC when | 
did. Of course | had no way of knowing what was in store for the next year, 
but there were definitely some mistakes made that could’ve been prevented 
with patience and research. My PC is already pretty dated from a technology 
perspective, just like my 2019 iMac. If you know Macs, you know why that 
really stings. The PC is fine for most people, but in my case, | spent most of 
2021 without the computer | wanted so bad, then repeated the process in 
2022 and I’m still not pleased with it. | learned the hard way that PC building is 
satisfying, but not in the ways you expect. They’re money and time pits. The 
only thing | can take pride in is that | did build a computer, so I'll try to enjoy it 
with eagerness to eventually get this stupid MSI board out. 


REKKE 


96 


Speeding Ticket 


This story takes me back to my miserable days of working retail. | was going 
to college at the time, and even though it was summer, that didn’t stop the 
manager from deciding to make me work more. You know, it’s summer, no 
possible way he could be in school. Let’s make all the college kids work 39 
hours. Not 40. Then they’d get decent benefits. I’d just fought my way through 
the dense manager’s head. Yes, summer classes are a thing in college. I’m 
enrolled. | am NOT showing up on these days. Their response? Offense that | 
am not being a team player. Just the thought of that conversation makes me 
mad. I’m rambling off topic at this point, but point was, | was very much being 
overworked at the time. This takes me to a Saturday afternoon. | was ina 
pretty decent mood. For once, | was not on closing crew. | was leaving at 6, 
baby! That never happens on the weekend! | decide to celebrate appropriately 
by blasting some tunes. I’d just found out about jetsetradio.live at the time. 
Man... what a vibe. Only problem was that it was super janky to use on 
mobile, where I'd be listening the most on. At this point, I’d found a few ghetto 
fixes to keep the website working, but this particular time, | was gonna get my 
vibes, dang it. | get my music playing. It stops minutes later. UGGGGGH. 


| furiously unlock my phone and try to fix it. Yup. | was on my phone and 
driving. Admittedly, | totally get if that would be considered texting and driving 
if a cop caught me. Surely enough, not just a cop, but a state trooper is in the 
other lane. And he wasn't even waiting for anyone, he was just driving. | was 
that distracted to where he turned around and flashed his lights. I’m in full 
panic mode. Using my phone and driving is NOT cool and the one time | 
decide to, | really screwed up. | decide to make it look as if | was just listening 
to the radio as | pull over. No need to raise suspicion. The cop goes through 
the standard procedure. He asks in a playful voice “dude, did you not see 
me?”. Admittedly, | full and well did not, but | wasn’t gonna say anything. He 
makes his small chat while getting the papers filled as I’m awkwardly coming 
up with half truths to tell him. | get a ticket. He says | can get it excused if | 
pay by acertain date and take a remedial driving class. Ok, cool. That’s 
getting off pretty easy compared to the small town cops I’m used to. You know, 
the ones who show the wrath of God to people that go 2 over the speed limit. 
When | showed up to pay the ticket, | ask about the classes. The lady at the 
desk points to pamphlets for local driving classes. There are probably 5 or so 
to pick from. | just pick one. 


First impressions of this class weren't very promising. The website hadn't 
been updated in a decade. The class itself took place in the party room ata 
nasty buffet place. The guy to contact called himself “Big Mike” or something 
like that, but this was still the cream of the crop compared to the other options. 
Who has a week to do this stuff? What especially drew me to this class was 
that it was a one day event that could be on a Saturday. I’d do ANYTHING to 
get out of working a Saturday for a change. Worked out as a subtle middle 
finger to the managers too since now | had a good excuse to be off. | chose 
this one. 
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The next Saturday, | show up to the buffet place in the early morning . This is 
the very location that practically everyone | know would never step into. I'd 
admittedly never been here, so | did expect the worst. | walk in and the staff is 
just standing around getting ready for the meal service. The restaurant hadn't 
opened yet, but as far as they knew, these random people walking in were 
customers. We all explained what we were here for and they found a corner to 
put us in. This was a really small group. Being strangers and all, of course 
none of us sat closely together. It was really weird to just be sitting at a table 
alone, silently, with an occasional waitress coming by to refill my water 
because she thought we were just an odd bunch of customers. The class was 
to start at 9:30, but nobody resembling an instructor was there. As far as | 
knew, the instructor was teaching in some other room and | just wasted my 
time. | scout the room a bit for who I’m going to be dealing with for this lovely 
session. Behind me, an average teenage guy. He didn’t really have much to 
say. Probably in the same boat as me, more or less. To my left, this huge 
black guy. The kind who has a scary neutral face. Not that he was a bad guy 
or anything, but first impressions made me believe it. To my right, a redneck 
looking guy in his 50s. He seemed chill. Probably was just checking out 
/r/boomerhentai or something with how invested he was in his phone. 


Quite a crew. Then in comes a standard suburban mom, fashionably late. For 
a mom, she was pretty hot. No other way to put it. She of course had to make 
a big entrance about how sorry she was that she was late, but nobody really 
cared. The instructor still hadn’t showed up so she wouldn't have known this 
chick was late anyways. We wait a little longer. The big guy keeps giving me 
the stank eye for some reason. | wasn’t sure if it was intentional or not. Kinda 
creeped me out, but | wasn’t gonna say anything. He finally breaks his silence, 
and my perception of him changes instantly. He’s very much not the sharpest 
tool in the shed, and he’s a softie. He asks me what time it is every minute or 
two after finally opening up. | still wonder if that’s all he wanted to say in those 
times he kept looking at me. Guess he thought he made a new friend with our 
deep conversation? Well, it didn’t take long for his wish to be granted. The 
suburban mom just decides to be best pals with this guy, telling him what time 
it is to his heart’s content. He did have a point though. Where is the instructor? 
It'd been an hour since the class was supposed to start and it’s not like the 
staff or any of us waiting for her were gonna know who to call. 


Finally, the instructor shows up in a flurry. Her name was Lisbeth. Not 
Elizabeth. “Lizbet” as she would say it. She explains how she lives on a farm 
by herself and how her power had went out that morning so she had to work 
through that and still give her sick cows their treatment or something. Oh, boy. 
She says this would’ve been the second time in her 20 years of teaching she 
would've cancelled. Sheesh. Them cows are spoiled. We get started in the 
corner we are in. At this point, actual customers were showing up and eating 
at tables right by us. The awkwardness only amplified. | was in a restaurant 
setting, working around the people trying to eat to listen to the instructor lady. 

| was already frustrated by this. | needed to take good notes if | was gonna 
pass the test at the end. Her words. | took it to heart. It did help a little bit that 
she had to repeat EVERYTHING she said in double the volume, though. Why? 
The redneck guy was hard of hearing. Like, bad. So the process went “the key 
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to a perfect stop is...” “huh?” “THE KEY TO A PERFECT STOP IS”. All while 
I’m still trying to decipher her through the chatter of the people eating and 
chatting in there. Literal hell. The restaurant manager was a bro in noticing 
this, though, and suggested we go to the party room even though a party was 
to show up later that day. Anything to get out of this. 


The party room was a treat compared to the old arrangement. It was 
segregated from the open floor we were just at, | could at least look out the 
window, and could actually hear the instructor. | felt like royalty in comparison. 
Unfortunately, that didn’t help the redneck fella with his hearing. Now that was 
painful. The instructor was obviously annoyed about having to repeat herself 
too, so she decided to just talk loud all the time, make her mouth movement 
really pronounced, and stand right by that guy. That cut it down to only 
occasional “huh’s. We finally get finished with our note taking. Onto the 
videos we have to watch. Ok cool. At least | can easily doze off. Many of them, 
| actually remembered from going to a public driver’s ed class. Wouldn't 
surprise me if there’s a total of like 12 videos the state uses on a loop to 
answer everything. It was definitely a prerequisite for each video to be older 
than me. This is where the mom and the big guy start to come into play. I'd 
noticed that while we were note taking, the dude was literally cheating off the 
lady rather than actually listening despite the lesson obviously embracing the 
terms to go in the blanks. This chick full on adopted him. “Hun, you spelled 
route wrong”. “And this blank says stop”. That’s fine, but this guy was on page 
2 of 10 by the time we got to the videos and so this chick is reciting the lesson 
back to this guy all over again as a tutoring session... for what we JUST 
HEARD. 


As we watched the videos, the instructor was obviously stressed out about 
her poor farm animals, so she didn’t give much attention to their talking. The 
longer it went, the louder the two would get. Eventually, the instructor paused 
the video and asked for her to be quiet. They were for a few minutes. At this 
point, the guy is cracking up like she was her long lost bestie and it’s literally 
impossible to follow the video. The instructor pauses again and kindly asks 
her to be quiet. The mom looks pissed, but she finally stops. The videos go on 
for an eternity as the big dude just quietly copies off his new friend. 


Next step, we are to fill out these forms to go to the state as proof we are 
taking this class. Basically, our freedom keys. Poor design to do this before 
the class ends, but whatever. Not like someone would be stupid enough to 
take the form and leave, right? The instructor emphasizes several times the 
importance of filling out the form the correct way because any wrong 
information would require buying another form. Got it. We go through each 
blank carefully as she explains what each of us should enter for our unique 
situation. We get to the part where we have to fill in the court the ticket is to go 
to. This part is the trickiest because it was dependent on where the ticket was 
given, and who gave it. Pretty much everyone had a different answer, but 
suburban mom wasn't hearing it. She insisted that the answer for anyone who 
was pulled over in our town was to fill in municipal court. Sounded correct to 
me, but | wanted to check in with the instructor while she was in the bathroom. 
This lady was hounding us that it was municipal court. No doubt in her mind. 
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Her cousin entered that when he was pulled over so it has to be that, right? | 
still have my doubts. Instructor lady shows up. | ask what | should enter, 
explaining my situation. She says it goes to the state court. Nope. It’s 
municipal according to the expert. She looked me dead in the eye to say it 
was municipal. For some reason, my subconscious mind found her case as 
the correct one and | enter municipal. Instructor lady is frustrated, but again, 
didn’t want to start anything. She says she will talk with me at the end about 
what we can do to fix it. 


Lunch time, and yeah... the buffet was just as gross as | imagined. The food 
looked edible, but that didn’t mean it was. | chose the safe route and just 
stocked up on sliders. The big guy is appalled that | wasn’t gonna get my 
money’s worth out of the free lunch. Hard pass. | didn’t wanna make things 
even worse by getting an upset stomach. It was food. That’s all | can say. As 
we are eating, the instructor keeps playing videos for us to make up for the 
lost time. Fine by me. That's when the actual party that rented the party room 
showed up. So now we are forced to share with this family of probably 20 
people or so while we are eating and watching driver safety videos. | distinctly 
remember cringing at how everyone was pigging out on the buffet food while 
the TV played really loudly and the other half of the room had the family 
singing happy birthday to the grandma at the end of the table. Poor lady was 
probably expecting a nice get together but instead got us taking up half the 
room. 


Onto more note taking. Big guy STILL hadn’t caught up, and redneck guy’s 
hearing aid apparently had died. I’m convinced it was dead the whole time but 
that’s beside the point. In comes the mom to babysit them both now. The 
instructor will say what the next blank to fill in is. The mom will write it down. 
She will relay it to her pal, then scream it at the other guy. That was one way 
to do it. This time was relatively painless. The class was going as normal as it 
could be with a birthday party going on right behind it. The instructor then tells 
us that all we have left are a few more hours of videos, we do a review of 
everything we learned, then we take our test to freedom. 


The videos weren't too bad this time. At least these were from the 90s. This is 
where the mom decides she wants to have commentary on every single thing 
the yesterday’s news celebrity has to say. This was an attempt to quote 
“lighten the mood in this dull place” and that she was “doing you guys a favor”. 
As big guy finishes page 8 of the 10 page packet we had completed hours 
ago, she decides to do both! That was a joy. This is where Lisbeth had 
officially had enough and blows up on the lady. She makes a very simple and 
civil case about how disruptive the lady has been the entire class, but no, this 
mom came from real housewives or something with how much she blew up. It 
was the equivalent of telling someone to please be quiet and that person 
starts hitting you with death threats. The mom goes on about how she just 
wanted to help this guy who was struggling and nobody else would help him 
so she was doing a service for all of us. All while there’s a birthday party still 
taking place, mind you. She storms out with her friend as if he was gonna 
leave with her, but not without stopping by to grab her form to give the court. 
We are all just sitting there in disbelief. 15 minutes later, the instructor comes 
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back in. She made sure with Big Mike that this lady wasn’t gonna try to 
redeem her form and convinces the big guy to come back. He was ready to 
run away with his new friend but yeah, Lisbeth had a point. She, rightfully so, 
vents to the class a bit and decides we should just get out of here, so let’s get 
this review and test out of the way real quick. Just for the record, the birthday 
party had left at this point so it wasn’t that weird to take a test. 


The review was the big guy’s worst nightmare: filling in blanks. We literally just 
did a condensed version of the lessons over again just to ensure we have all 
blanks filled in. She even lets out the secret of which blanks will be used on 
the test, so just memorize the answers and we are golden. Slowly, but surely, 
we all had our notes filled out successfully. Instructor lady only had to yell a 
few times this time around. The test itself was literally the notes, but the 
blanks to fill in had multiple choice answers to put into the blanks. The trickiest 
part was remembering the ones where you had to recall statistics or numbers. 
| pass no problem. Same for other guy. Same for redneck guy. As we stand 
there, ready to leave, form in hand, Lisbeth says we have to wait for everyone 
to be done. So just the big guy at this point. We had been there for easily 4 
hours at that point. We were all giving him the stank eye at this point. 
Meanwhile, he’s looking at the test, reading the question, letting out a big sigh, 
then erasing over and over. Later on, he utters “man, this is the hardest thing 
I've done in my life”. At that point, Lisbeth lets us go. | recall the situation with 
the other two. They agree. They’re scarred. Redneck guy seems 
embarrassed he didn’t charge his hearing aid. It was all good. He was easily 
overshadowed in the cringe that happened that day. 


I'd argue in that moment that | probably would’ve rather worked all things 
considered, but at least this makes for a good story in hindsight. 


KKEKK 
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“The guest section” 
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Shapes 


by Mouna 
Playing piano 
Singing to my favorite song 
Is my kind of dream 
On a Sunday night 


Singing my favorite songs 
Drawing lines and shapes 


Shell 


by Paula and Annie 


Tortoise shell under my foot 


A misfortune without warning 
triggers natural defenses 


Once let go 


it slowly walks away 
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That night came a thunderstorm 
There were leaks in the cabin 
Nature fiercely roared outside 
But I too kept on living 


ALFRED MOROSE 
by Alfred Morose 


Alfred Morose is 

The epitome of teenage angst; 

A garbage can placed asymmetrically against a pale, graffitied wall 
behind a topless bar, 

Engulfing and morphing into man and woman, all and none at the 
same time. 

A chaotic yet sentient being, 

A bloodstream of music notes and confetti; 

Overstimulation in understimulation. 


Alfred Morose is Uncle Anorexia: a freak composed of leather and 
morbidness that others couldn’t quite understand. 

Alfred Morose is DJ Malegirl: a cocky transsexual who isn’t afraid to 
be confident in his own skin; one that doesn’t conform to nobody; one 
proud of her sexuality; one man and one woman. 

Alfred Morose is Slightly Rude and the Adolescents: a sick yet 
glorified love story, ending in suicide and survivor’s guilt, that 
suddenly feels okay because she deserved it. 

Alfred morose is transgrinderrr: rioting and wailing to make it all 
end in blood and despair. The anarchic noise that screeches and cries 
into your ears, gifts you a way out. 


Alfred Morose is everything. 

Every emotion, feeling, sensation, passion, drive, vehemence, 
craving, response and reaction. 

Alfred Morose was birthed from the concrete and sludge and grows 
and contorts as a bewitching, artistic creature thing on Earth. 

Alfred Morose is raw. 

Through all the hate, disgust, trauma, noise, pick-up line, threat, and 
concern, Alfred Morose is here to spread one message: 

Be kind and love one another 
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The Devil Watches Over Me 
by Raziel, the Rain Man 


At nine years of age I injured my leg after being chased by a large dog, a 
Rottweiler, that singled me out in a group of about six other kids, my 
cousins. I had leapt over a wall at the edge of the local park and didn’t 
realize how big of a drop it was. They carried me home and it was straight 
to an AXE and then the children’s hospital. 

It was pretty late and I remember lying on that hospital bed in agonizing 
pain. My mom had gone off to the cafeteria, and I was in a ward with six 
other beds when this kid walked through the curtains; his skin pale, his hair 
blond, quite skinny, wearing a blue shirt and dark brown trousers. He was 
about my age, but I don’t think he was a patient, although he looked “sick”. 

“Does it hurt?”, he asked. 

“Real bad”, I replied. 

Then came a silence, before he continued, 

“T can make the pain go away, you know?”, his bony fingers hovering the 
leg cast. “You’d just have to be my friend.” 

That kind of weirded me out, and as the shy kid I was it’d take me long 
enough to voice my discomfort. But in the end I didn’t ask him to go away, 
instead I encouraged the situation by inquiring, “How?” 

“T can’t tell you.” He replied, looking me deep in the eyes. “But you can 
trust me.” 

That firm stare gave me chills. A face so dead with eyes so alive, 
umpelling me to go through with the deal. Curious and fearful I found no 
other way, and told him Id be his friend. “Promise?”, he asked finally, 
lifting his hand in a thumbs up. And I gave him a thumbs up back. 

There were no magic movements over my leg after that. He just stood 
there chuffed, with a wicked grin on his face, and said, 

“The pain will go away now.” 

And went back the way he came. 

The pain, though, did quite the opposite of going away, and intensified 
horrendously within the next hour or so. But then, just like that, 1t stopped 
and stayed that way for the rest of the night. I wasn’t healed by any means, 
the bone was still cracked, but even twitching my leg inside the cast felt at 
most uncomfortable, not painful at all, and that was the easiest healing 
process of my life. 


Jump forth six years, it’s my college days and my friends and I were in 
town hanging out. It was pretty busy that day at the park outside St. Philips 
Cathedral, and I zoned out watching the people go about their programs. 
The chat about last night’s soccer game was not for me. What was for me 
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instead, though, was the stare of this handsome gentleman walking towards 
us; bowler hat, black waistcoat suit, black trench coat and a long black 
umbrella staff. Getting closer he did not stop, but greeted us with a “How 
you doin’ lads?” as he passed. 

My friends never thought much about it, but that situation seriously 
messed with me. I had seen those eyes before. He was such a different 
character from anyone I could point him out to be, but I knew, deep down 
in my heart, who that man was. And I told my friends, “I think I know that 
man.” But when they asked who it was, I couldn’t really explain it. 

Later that year, I’m at the table with the same group, feasting in 
Christmas’ Eve. Tipsy and talkative I decide to tell them the story. About 
the dog, the boy and, of course, the distinguished gentleman. Most of them 
brushed it off as silly, but my girlfriend looked at me serious, and pointed 
out that maybe “he” was there from the beginning. He was the dog, the boy 
and the gentleman. She told me that He was the Devil, and the Devil often 
tricks people into allegiance with him. 

At the time, I didn’t take it seriously. How could I? I had nothing to do 
with the Devil. But then I started to notice a pattern of short encounters, 
with people or animals, that made me feel uneasy. Could be a black cat 
coming out of nowhere and brushing up to be petted, or a raven making 
itself known within proximity at an odd time. I always knew what was really 
going on. I could feel his intention. Those dark eyes were always the same. 
My friend watches over me. 
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Girassois 
por Igndbil Capivara 


Seus olhos vazios e cheios de tristeza me encaravam 

Como um lindo amor em preto e branco 

Seus dedos longos e palidos acariciavam meu rosto, 
se embaracavam aos meus 

Na caminhada para a realidade 


GirassOis em meu cabelo 
Vestido de verao 

Em passeios sem rumo 
Agraciados pelo siléncio 


Os girassois ainda sao uma mostra tua 
O siléncio ainda é vocé 

Meu amor ainda é seu 

Limpando seu tumulo frio 

Maos de veias azuis 

Na caminhada para casa 

Sua sombra a me seguir 
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Maria 


por Ignobil Capivara 


Agora vejo 

de fora para dentro 

Eu nao quero ser 

como a velhinha triste no jardim 


Minha dor nao pode ser a atriz perfeita 
Minha angustia nao pode ser a preferida 
Minha solidao nao pode ser a diretora 
da grande pec¢a que é minha vida 


Nao quero para sempre carregar este peso nos ombros 
Implorar pela profunda e vasta escuridao 
Sonhar acordada com o frio beijo do anjo da morte 


Nao quero viver com o fogo da desesperanc¢a 
habitando meu coracao, destruindo minha razao 
Na luta contra um inimigo invisivel 

por tao somente a existéncia diaria 


Nao, eu nao quero ser 
como a velhinha triste no jardim 
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Infancia 


Papai se foi 
e tudo esta pior agora 


Tento 
Tento fugir 
Tento escapar 


Do desespero que me engole 
Do desamparo que me esgana 
Do anjo da morte furioso 

que agora me ama 


Como queria que papai fosse menos negligente 
Como queria que mamae fosse menos confidente 
Como queria que a maninha agisse gentilmente 
Como queria que tudo fosse diferente 


Mas nao foi 
Papai se foi 
e tudo esta pior agora 


por Igndbil Capivara 
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A Pequena Bailarina 
por Ignobil Capivara 


A pequena bailarina se senta 

Encarando a solidao que oscila em sua frente 

Suas pernas tremem, mas 0 rosto se abre num sorriso 
Como fosse aquela sombra uma velha amiga 


O corpo negro se desconstréi como fumaga, 
e se reconstréi ruidosamente 
Apresentando a bailarina sua completa nudez 
Seu negrume, sua insensivel fetura 
Eles se aproximam e se abragam, como amantes 
Ela chora pesadamente em seu ombro 
Como se a vida pesasse uma tonelada contra seu corpo fragil 
A morte beija-lhe as faces, a dor lhe consola 
como sempre 0 fez 


Tanto desejou que para sempre se fosse 
Mas sempre que sua amiga volta 

Em toda furia e violéncia 

Ela a ama 

E sempre a pede pra voltar 
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sem titulo (idiota) 
por Cycero 


Quero ter o direito de ser idiota sem culpa. 

A minha mocidade, sem filas nem documentos, 
sem os grandiosos e grandiosas lutas 

que a vida adulta desintegra com 0 tempo. 


Essa trilha tao horizontal, 

essa cac¢a, essa chaga, essa sina, 
esta fila de banco e hospital, 

em que vossa existéncia sublima. 


Este algoz no escuro do quarto, 
que nao deixa rastro ou memoria, 
em que se deita o semblante futuro, 
e se levanta o estrume da historia. 
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Brain LSD 


por Cycero 


A minha vida cabe em uma foto, 

mas nao se cabe em mim, 

€ eu Sei que nessa idade tudo é intenso, 

mas meu psiquiatra nunca val me convencer que o amor que eu sinto 
pela garota do caixa nao € amor, e sim hormo6nios. 

Que eu auto saboto a mim, 

que a minha caréncia de dormir com o celular ligado se justifica por 
depositar nos outros 0 amor que é meu; 

que quem nao sufoca é sempre o sufocado. 

Eu ja li Goethe, e sei que nao posso ter uma arma. 

Eu li Dostoevsky, e ele me mostrou que flertes sem interesse € claro 
sinal de interesse entre pessoas fracas. 

Eu tenho quatorze anos e isso € intenso. 

Eu ja li versos mais profundos que muitos livros, 

e os meus idolos sao tao idiotas quanto minhas convic¢oes. 

Mas nao tao idiotas. 

Eu aprendi a nao ridicularizar totalmente um ponto de vista, 

ja que qualquer ponto de vista, 

visto por outro ponto de vista, 

€ categoricamente idiota também. 

E esse silogismo vai ser desmembrado no futuro, 

quando nada for tao poético, 

caotico e intenso, 

quando uma crianga de quatorze anos. 
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Mermaid 
por Cycero 


Um amigo meu ama uma mulher. 

Bem, ele gosta de mulheres fortes. 

Ela luta contra exércitos, 

€ Orfa de pai e mae 

e esbelta como uma deusa. 

SO tem dezesseis anos, ele tem quase trinta. 

E devido a essas lutas, 

ele tem somente seus retratos espalhados pelo quarto. 
E mesmo que eu lhe diga que ela nao exista, 

ele so ficaria magoado. 

No centro da cidade, 

na praca Tancredo e no Gnibus, 

onde se mistura gente que nao quer se misturar, 

esta a garota que eu quero. 

Esta no outro assento, 

do outro lado da fonte, 

dando comida aos peixes, 

com os olhos no aparelho que é mais valioso, 

mais importante e potente do que eu. 

Se eu tiver a chance pe¢o sua mao, pago-lhe um lanche, 
mas ela se levanta e vai embora. 

[Talvez] 

Talvez com roupas melhores, 

um celular que tenha mais parcelas que minha vida, 
—esta que nao tem valor— 

talvez assim eu possa ter isso 

que toma meu sono, que nao é€ correspondido, 

que esta em divida ha anos. 

Talvez assim ela me perceba, 

e numa conversa de cinco minutos, 

decida cuidar de mim como aos peixes da praca Tancredo. 
O meu amigo me observa, minha aflicao, 

pensa em dizer verdades que eu ja sei, mas nao o faz; 
me olha de um jeito tranquilo e se senta ao meu lado. 
Porque se ele me disser a verdade, 

se me disser aquilo, 

eu So ficaria magoado. 
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Melissa 
por Cycero 


Minha mae me ninava pra dormir, 

e eu me encolhia toda olhando nos olhos daquela criatura, 
cintilantes olhos que me inundavam em seu ser; 

as lagrimas dela em meu rosto. 

E agora, agora sou adulta, 

no trabalho o chefe nao sai de cima de mim, 

me cobre e so desgruda quando nossos suores se misturam. 
Todos na firma sabem disso, 

todos os dias ao me sentar na privada, 

imersa naquele siléncio clandestino, 

nas paredes do banheiro as indicativas sao: 

“A Melissa da pro gerente” 

“O gerente ta comendo a novata” 

“Da pra mim também, Melissa” 

Da entrada a descarga eu leio todas 

€ procuro por novas. 

Sabe, eu nao me importo, errado é 0 gerente. 
Acelerar a minha vida sempre fez parte do plano. 
Daqui alguns anos, 

caso a consciéncia pese, 0 que é comum, 

basta sim tomar dois banhos 

que o cheiro forte do gerente escorre pelo ralo. 

E o meu futuro. 

Por ora, 0 que estimula meu sexo é a independé€ncia. 
Eu ja vi mulheres transarem por muito menos, 

por caréncia, por simples necessidade, 

em certos casos, por um teto e comida quente, 
mesmo que esse presente fosse a énfase do marido, 
ao primeiro sinal de uma discussao, 

e isso é bem pior que ser escravo. 

Quando o amor se torna odio, 

se diz eu te amo e se faz sexo com a expressao de um assassino, 
se maltrata, se apanha, 

dorme ao lado do inimigo, 

e se canta uma cancao de ninar, 

olhando com angustia o rosto de um filho indesejado. 
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